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RUNNING UNDERCAUTION 


True love has no brakes. 
Running Under Caution, Book 1 


Denny Clay never had much going for him, until the racing 
circuit took him 


out of the trailer park and away from his bigoted family. 
Luck smiled on him, 


and now he’s settled down—in the closet—with his crew 
chief and boyfriend, 


Sully Price. 


Though they’re winning races and the fight to keep their 
relationship secret, 


Denny can’t shake the feeling he’s going to have to pay up 
for all this happiness. 


He never imagined reckoning would come in the form of a 
rare medical 


condition that might cost him his career. And maybe Sully 
too. 


For once, Sully’s at a loss, with nothing in his fix-everything 
toolbox 


designed to repair his broken lover—or stop Denny’s 
inevitable slide into a black hole of self-loathing. With a little 
creativity and a few kinky accessories, Sully shifts into 
overdrive in the race to get Denny turned around. And prays 
that his stubborn persistence doesn’t drive their love into a 
ditch. 


Warning: Broken heroes, hot sex, and one man’s hardcore 
determination to 


keep his lover in one piece. 
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Pit Road 


Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 
Dedication 


For our editor, Anne Scott, who saw the potential and helped 
us bring it to 


light. 
Chapter One 
Downshift 


In the days before the race, Denny’s mood had been in the 
gutter. He’d 


Snapped at everyone, even Sully, the way he hated when 
other drivers did it. 


Sully’s muttered suggestion that they should take off and 
grab a motel room 


somewhere didn’t help. It had been the last straw, pushed 
Denny from antsy to 


about as nervous as a leaf in a tornado. By the time he got 
himself buckled in nice and safe—well, everyone else was 
safe from him—he was ready to spit nails. 


“Breathe.” Sully leaned in the window and tugged at one of 
his belts. Denny 


wanted to bite him, and not in the good way. “Nothing’s 
wrong.” 


“Don’t say things like that.” 


That was the whole problem. Denny was too damn happy. 
He’d made top 


ten in the last five races. They had money coming in, had a 
sponsor who owned 


more than one local business. The car was perfect. They had 
the cash for tires. 


The backup car was perfect. All week, he kept praying for 
something to go 


wrong. Here they were, waiting for the start signal and 
nothing had gone wrong. 


“Since when did you get superstitious?” Sully smacked the 
side of the car as 


he straightened up. “Behave yourself out there.” 


“You want me to behave or you want me to win?” Denny 
glared at him but 


good before pulling his helmet on. 
“Both. Whatever’s eating you, leave it at the start line.” 
Pit Road 


Easy for him to say. Denny went through his usual start-up 
ritual, checking 


everything twice, making sure he wasn’t forgetting 
anything. 


Maybe something would go wrong tomorrow. Maybe he’d 
forgotten to pay 


the phone bill. He still wasn’t so good at this whole home- 
ownership thing. 


He’d probably forgotten a condo-association fee. That would 
do. He’d take 


anything right now. A wreck. That would be even better. 


He needed something to go wrong, just a little something. 
Wrecking Sully’s 


perfectly balanced masterpiece would do nicely. A wreck 
wasn’t what worried 


him. What had him all wound up was the idea of getting 
busted for being Sully’s 


lover. He could take anything but that. Jesus, anything at all. 
But nothing went wrong. 


Not even a dropped lug nut on a tire change. Sully would kill 
him for 


speeding on pit road, so he didn’t try to go there, though he 
was damn tempted. 


Five laps from the end of the race, and he was running 
smoothly in third, staring at the back end of the second- 
place car. Michaelson was a temperamental bitch to pass, 
but Denny was better in the turns than anyone on the track 
—and that 


wasn’t being vain. 


God, he loved driving. And he loved driving Sully’s cars. He 
could feel 


Sully’s touch every time he drove down into a corner, that 
magical thing Sully 


could do that made the car cling to the track no matter how 
Denny pushed its 


limits. He could feel it through his hands, his feet, his spine. 
Sully’s magic let him downshift coming out of turn three and 
into four, tires gnawing along the low 


line. Coming out of four, he saw the numbers of 
Michaelson’s car, the big red 08, slide through his peripheral 
vision and fall behind him. 


His car—their car—bit down on the straightaway, and he 
opened her up to 


put some distance between him and Michaelson before he 
hit traffic up ahead, 


guys struggling to get a lap back by passing the lead car. 
Kennedy. Denny wasn’t 
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too interested in catching Kennedy unless the chance 
offered itself up, he was 


more interested in staying ahead of Michaelson. Kennedy 
hadn’t finished top ten 


in two months and racked up DNFs like he was starting a 
collection. Michaelson, 


on the other hand, was a pain in the ass. 


The next lap was like running an obstacle course. He got 
three-wide with 


Michaelson and some kid four laps down who didn’t know 
when to step aside 


and let his betters through. Almost done with the race. 
Almost done and then 


he’d have nothing ahead of him for days except beer, 
takeout and Sully. If they 


got through this in one piece, maybe that meant the 
universe, or the Good Lord, 


or whoever was in charge, was gonna let Denny get away 
with being in love 


with Sully. Wouldn’t that be good? 


Denny was deciding whether or not to downshift into turn 
two when the 


world went sideways, upside down, and then did it again. All 
he could think 


was how damn loud everything was. Deafening. 


Just as suddenly, everything was still. He put his hands back 
on the wheel 


belatedly—he wasn’t moving. His head was spinning, and 
the air was full of 


dust and smoke. His brain wanted him to slow down for the 
caution flag, like it 


hadn’t caught on to the fact that he was the damn caution. 
Engine off. Everything off. Breathe. 


Sully’s voice kept nagging at him. Shut up, Sully. Just. Shut 
up. 


“Talk to me.” 


“I will once I’m out of this fucking car.” Jesus, what was 
wrong with Sully 


that he sounded so messed up? Denny unbuckled and tried 
to climb out of his 


seat, but something was caught around his legs. “Or not.” 


“Can you breathe?” That wasn’t coming from his helmet, 
that was from 


outside the car. The bright flash of an orange jumper 
blocked his view out the 
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side as someone leaned into the car. “Let’s take that helmet 
off so we can have a look at you. Gloves too.” 


“I'm fine.” He ripped the helmet off and tossed it—and 
Sully’s voice—aside. 


“Just can’t get out.” 


“Can you feel your feet?” The paramedic clipped something 
onto one of 


Denny’s fingers. 


“Yeah.” And his legs hurt like fuck. “Help me out of here. | 
need to get out.” 


“Don’t know if we can do that yet.” 


As the world resolved into something Denny could 
understand, he looked 


beyond the safety grating that served as a windshield in 
sprint cars to see a post in front of him. Lamppost. Retaining 
wall. He was facing the center of the field inside the track, a 
few feet from the entrance to pit road. That was a long way 


from where he’d been last time he'd known where he was. 


The hood of his car was gone. Hell, a lot of his car was gone. 
What was left 


looked like a smashed beer can. 
“| need to do this.” 


Denny realized he was pushing away hands that kept trying 
to touch him. 


“Sorry. Then can | get out of here?” He dropped his hands. 
Now that everything 


was still, he was starting to panic. 


“As soon as we haul those saws over here. | need to listen to 
your 


breathing.” The paramedic started to undo his jumpsuit. “1 
want you to think 


hard about if anything hurts, especially in your legs or your 
belly.” 


“How long will that take?” 
“lII find out. Stop talking.” 


Denny did as he was told, closing his eyes while he thought 
about what hurt. 


Everything. Not helpful. Narrow it down. 
www.samhainpublishing.com 
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Right knee. Left ankle. Hips. Chest. Jaw. It didn’t hurt too 
much to breathe, 


though. No more than he’d expect out of a wreck. 


“You look okay,” the paramedic said, once they’d done the 
song and dance. 


“The way you hit the wall has you caught, but I’m not 
seeing any blood. If you 


can feel everything, you’re a lucky guy.” 
“Too lucky,” Denny muttered. 


“lII find out when we can cut you free. There’s a few other 
cars wrecked that 


get priority over yours. I'll be back.” 


The paramedic was gone, then, leaving Denny in his little 
metal cocoon, an 


oasis of stillness in the flurry of lights and urgency outside. 
He closed his eyes again and tried to ignore the pain in his 
leg. Damn thing better not be broken. 


Something finally went wrong. At least now he could relax. 
“Taking a nap?” 


Denny opened his eyes to see Sully leaning in. He looked as 
wrecked as the 


car, face bleached out until his freckles were nothing but 
paint splatter on his face. 


“That’s better.” 
“What happened?” 


“Michaelson got dumped, caught your right rear coming off 
the wall behind 


you. Someone T-boned you in the smoke and you went ass 
over tea kettle into 


the wall here.” Sully’s callused hand found one of Denny’s 
and held on way too 


long. “They'll cut you out soon.” 


“What’s the hold up?” Denny tried not to pull his hand out of 
Sully’s, but he 


couldn’t help it. 


“Michaelson. He’s out cold. It doesn’t look good.” Sully 
crossed his arms on 


the rear tire and squatted to put his chin on them, looking in 
at Denny. “I'll stay here until they can get to you. Just tell 
me if you need anything.” 
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“| need a beer.” 


Sully snorted and shook his head. “lIl buy you one as soon 
as you're 


checked out.” 


By the time they cut him out of the car, he could barely 
straighten his legs, 


but he was damned if they were gonna put him ona 
stretcher. After he took a 


swing at the guy trying to put a collar on him, they let him 
do what he wanted, 


with dire warnings that he was going to end up paralyzed or 
something. 


He wasn’t buying it. He got his arm around Sully’s neck and 
both feet on the 


ground once he was out of the car. Sure, he was walking off 
to an ambulance but, damn it, he was walking. It felt like 
he’d been through a huge test and come out on top. All he 


wanted now was a shower and Sully and a beer. Sadly, he 
was 


going to the ER. 


Going there didn’t mean he had to stay there, though. He 
refused the offer of 


x-rays to check for broken bones and everything else they 
wanted to do to him. 


He let them give him some OTC painkillers and a once-over, 
then he limped to 


the waiting room. Sully was slumped in a chair by the door, 
looking miserable. 


“Why the long face?” 


“You're done?” Sully pushed himself up and met him 
halfway, stopping just 


before he touched him. 


“Yeah. Signed myself out. Nothing’s broken, | don’t need any 
damn x-rays. 


And you owe me a beer.” He was sore, but it was nothing a 
few drinks and a hot 


Shower wouldn’t cure. And some time in bed. Maybe even a 
little of the time 


Sleeping. 


“You sure?” Sully looked so worried, Denny wanted to smack 
him. 


“You trying to get outta buying me a beer?” Denny headed 
for the door, 


trying to walk normal so Sully wouldn’t give him any shit. 
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“Hell, no. You actually gonna let me?” Sully caught up to 
him, keys to the 


truck jingling in his hand. 


“What else is gonna go wrong tonight?” Denny felt better as 
soon as the 


doors opened and the night air hit his face. Nothing else, 
that was what. 


They were gonna head to the bar, get drunk and celebrate 
coming out of that 


crash in one piece. 


Half an hour later and halfway through his second beer, 
Denny knew he was 


wrong. Very wrong. His right leg hurt like nothing he’d ever 
felt before. 


“You okay?” Sully’s voice sounded far away. Denny couldn’t 
tell if he shook 


his head or nodded in response. 


“Sore.” He dug in his pocket for the white tablets and took 
them all—he 


couldn’t count—with a swallow of beer. Please, God, let ‘em 
work. His hands shook and his stomach did flips. Felt like 
something was tearing his leg apart. When he reached down 
to feel it, he was sure his hand was going to come away 
bloody, 


but there was nothing on his skin. 


“Denny.” Sully was talking to him, but he couldn’t hear any 
words other 


than his name. His blood howled in his ears, and it was all 
he could do not to 


scream. 
Make it stop, make it stop, make it stop. 


He’d been fine. Everything had been fine. He’d looked 
normal. Nothing 


could be wrong. 


“Sugar.” Sully never called him that in public. Fora moment, 
Denny’s focus 


locked on to Sully’s face. He could see fear there. Terror. 
Then his stomach rolled, and he barely turned away in time 
to puke all over the floor—beer, bile and half-dissolved little 
white tablets. 


Everything Denny knew about himself, believed about 
himself, sheared 


away as the pain broke him into pieces. He never cried, 
except that he was crying 12 
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now. Never begged for anything, from anyone, yet the 
words kept coming up 


like he was still vomiting. Please, make it stop. Do 
something. Anything. Please. He knew pain, but this wasn’t 
pain, this was what he deserved for everything he 


Was. 


Sully hung over him, and Denny was vaguely aware that he 
was on the floor. 


All he could feel was betrayed. Why wouldn’t Sully help 
him? It would be so 


easy, and yet Sully just kept talking, like Denny was burning 
to death and Sully was trying to put out the fire with his 
words. 


“God, Sully, help me.” 


There was no help. Not from anyone. Not in the ambulance, 
not in the 


emergency room, not until everything went dark. 


Sully’d thought the crash was bad—watching Denny’s car 
roll and spin had 


left him feeling almost numb with fear—but what came next 
was worse. 


He’d almost got over the fear when Denny went real pale 
and started to 


shake so hard he just about fell off his barstool. Then he 
threw up every damn 


thing in his stomach, and he did fall off the barstool. Sully 
went with him, pulling Denny’s head into his lap and trying 
to figure out what in the hell was 


happening. 


The bar was chaos, folks tripping over themselves to find 
out why Denny 


was on the floor. 


“I don’t know, damn it,” Sully finally shouted. “Somebody 
call 9-1-1 and get 


me the damn phone.” 


The lady on the other end of the line was real calm—which 
was a good thing, 


‘cause Sully sure wasn’t—and talked him through everything 
the EMTs were 


gonna need to know. Which hospital was Denny at, how long 
ago was the crash, 


www.samhainpublishing.com 
13 


Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 


how long was he trapped in the car. Sully had to fight to 
remember the answers 


over the wrenching sound of Denny screaming his name and 
begging. 


“Make it stop. Sully, please. Make it stop.” 


That’s what he did, he fixed things, but he didn’t know how 
to fix this. 


When they finally got to the hospital, the doctors wouldn’t 
talk to him. He 


wasn’t family, wasn’t next of kin, wasn’t anything he could 
rightly tell them 


about without ruining everything for Denny. So he kept his 
mouth shut and 


listened real close when any of the doctors or nurses talked 
anywhere near him. 


That’s how he ended up hearing the diagnosis— 
compartment syndrome. He 


didn’t have a damn clue what it meant, but it didn’t sound 
good. Sounded even 


worse when they rolled Denny down the hall to the 
operating room so they 


could “try to save his leg”. Sully didn’t know how to make 
those words make 


sense. 


If he thought he was scared when Denny hit the floor, that 
was nothing next 


to how he felt when he caught a glimpse into the room 
where Denny had been. A 


nurse was cramming the shreds of Denny’s jeans into a 
paper bag and a janitor 


was mopping up blood. Red-black puddles and long watery 
red streaks that 


followed the sweep of the mop. 


The door swung shut, but the images were burned into his 
mind. Denny’s 


blood. Sully didn’t know how much blood was in Denny to 
begin with. He 


should know something like that. He knew how many quarts 
of oil Denny’s car 


needed to run. 


The nurse was nice enough to tell him about how long the 
surgery was 


gonna take, and she let him sit in the family lounge outside 
the OR. An hour in, he wished he’d gone to the bar instead. 
He couldn’t think, he couldn’t drink the damn overpriced 

coffee he’d picked up in the cafeteria, and he couldn’t stop 


himself from picking up the phone to call his sister. 
14 
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“What’s wrong?” Savvy demanded. “What happened? Are 
you Okay?” 


“I’m okay.” Sully Knew damn well he was lying through his 
teeth. “It’s 


Denny. He...” Sully couldn’t think what to say or where to 
start. Anything he 


was about to say sounded so awful it wouldn’t come out of 
his mouth. 


“Start at the beginning, baby.” 


“I’m not the baby. We're the same age,” Sully said 
automatically. 


The familiar words were enough to break the cycle of panic 
in his brain and 


things started working again. He managed to tell Savvy 
about the crash, pushing 


his feelings back enough to say what happened instead of 
remembering how it 


had felt to watch the car come to pieces with Denny inside. 


“They thought he was okay,” he told her, when he was 
done. “But then he 


started puking and screaming about his leg and now he’s in 
Surgery and they’re 


talking about something called compartment syndrome.” 


“You give me just a minute here, and l'Il see if | can figure 
out what that is, 


okay?” Savvy sounded half-distracted already. Sully could 
picture her leaning 


over the great big computer in her family room, tapping out 
a search on the 


keyboard. “Oh.” 


“What?” That didn’t sound good at all. Savvy wasn’t one to 
get worked up 


over nothing. “What'd you find?” 


“I found some pictures...” She swallowed loud enough he 
could hear it 


through the phone. “It says the blood vessels and nerves 
and muscles got 


crushed like a big bruise—in the crash, | guess?—and the 
pressure leads to the 


muscle dying... It’s Supposed to be one of the most painful 
things that can 


happen to you. They’re cutting him open to relieve the 
pressure, seems like. It’s good he’s in the surgery now and 
not later.” 


“Does it say how long it'll take ’til he can drive again?” That 
was gonna be 


the first question out of Denny’s mouth. 
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Savvy’s voice went real quiet. “I don’t know, Sully. You best 
worry about 


him keeping his leg before you start putting him back into 
that car.” 


Oh, God. Sully bent double, resting his forehead against his 
knees. “What am | gonna do, Savvy?” 


“You're gonna stand by him, that’s what you’re gonna do.” 
Savvy’s tone 


brooked no more whining or arguments. She’d never met 
Denny but as far as she 


was concerned he was family, what with him living with 
Sully. “He’s gonna 


need you, and you’re gonna be there for him. That’s the one 
thing no one else can do.” 


She was right. A trickle of hope seeped in through the fear. 
God knew no one 


else was gonna be there for Denny. “Thanks, Savvy.” 


“That’s what I’m here for, baby.” She sounded a bit choked 
up. “I know 


Denny doesn’t... Well, Arnie and the kids and I, we’ll pray for 
him. So will 


Mama and Daddy. You call if you need anything.” 


What Sully needed was for Denny to be okay, but Savvy had 
done her best 


from where she was. Wasn’t like Denny would survive her 
coming to help out, 


even if she didn’t have her hands full with the kids. 


“Love you, Savvy.” Sully closed the line and stared at the 
phone in his 


hands. Only consolation was that it wasn’t anything he’d 
done that got Denny 


into this. 


People came and went around him for hours. The ones that 
stayed were 


terrible company. A woman two seats down from him 
sobbed incomprehensibly 


into her phone until a nurse came and got her. Across from 
him, a guy who had 


been there when he came in took up the whole sofa, 
snoring. Sully could smell 


the booze from here and wondered who he was waiting for. 


Sully couldn’t stay still, but he couldn’t leave in case 
someone came to give 


him some news. Of all the lousy things he’d imagined 
coming of his relationship 
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with Denny, this hadn’t been anywhere on his radar. He 
checked his phone and 


found a message from Andy Mack, asking about Denny. Bad 
news traveled fast, 


unless you were waiting on it, it seemed. 


“Excuse me?” A woman’s voice broke into the haze of sleep 
that had crept 


up on Sully. 
“Yes?” Sully’s neck didn’t want to straighten up all the way. 


“You came in with the patient with compartment syndrome, 
didn’t you?” 


She had a little sticky note in one hand with a few words 
scrawled on it. 


Suddenly, Sully was awake. “Denny. Is he okay?” His heart 
was pounding 


so hard it made his stomach sick, and his hands were slick 
with cold sweat. 


“He’s in recovery, in stable condition. Serious, but stable.” 
The nurse folded 


the note up like she was going to toss it out. 


“Can | see him?” 


“Tomorrow.” She gave him a cheery smile. “Visiting hours 
start at nine. Or 


you can call and see how he is. Fifth floor, west-wing nursing 
station.” 


Sully’s protest stuck in his throat. What was he going to 
say? The truth? 


Denny couldn’t live with that. 
“Thanks. l'Il be here.” 


“Go on and get some rest.” She gestured for him to leave 
the waiting room. 


“Elevators are to your right. You can follow the exit signs 
from there.” 


No choice. Sully’d never felt so heavy. In the foyer, there 
was a list of cab 


companies. He didn’t pay much attention when he picked 
one to call. It didn’t 


matter who did the driving. Walking out of the hospital was 
the hardest thing 


he’d ever done. 


He’d get his truck and come back. Sleep in the parking lot. If 
that was as 


close as they’d let him be, he’d take it. 


www.samhainpublishing.com 





17 


Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 


“You look like someone shot your damn dog.” Denny was 
laid out in his and 


Sully’s bed, fucked leg propped up like it was some kind of 
prize. Sully was 


packing, if you could call it that. Really, he was putting 
random crap in a suitcase and staring at Denny between 
trips to the closet. 


Sully stopped pretending to pack, just looked at him, arms 
crossed over his 


chest. He opened his mouth to say something, but then his 
jaw clenched and all 


that came out was a sigh. 


He turned back to the closet and tore another shirt off the 
hangers. “I feel a 


damn sight worse than that. You’re not even on your feet 
yet and you’re sending 


me away. How the hell am | supposed to feel?” 


“Grateful that | ain’t the type to bleed us dry ’cause | need 
you to hold my 


hand. Which one of us was born first?” The pain pills didn’t 
do Denny near as 


much good as Sully being beside him, but they sure did 
make his mouth run 


loose. “I got a nurse coming twice a day. She'll be more use 
than your sorry ass dragging ‘round my house. Just go make 
us some damn money, Sully.” 


“Yeah.” Sully came out of the closet and tossed the shirt 
into his suitcase, 


then sat on the bed beside Denny. “I’m going. Andy’s got 
the job waiting on me. 


But you gotta know, | don’t like this one damn bit.” 


“| coulda figured that out on my own, I think.” Maybe if Sully 
left, Denny’s 


body would smarten the hell up and put itself back together. 
Being away from 


Sully made him feel about like that, like he could do the 
impossible just to get back to Sully. Even being only this far 
away. He let himself put his hand on 


Sully’s arm. “l'Il get better faster without you. | can get 
around on my own. 


Nurse is gonna come help out, and God knows | ain’t letting 
you look at what’s 


under them bandages anyway.” 
18 
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Sully put his hand over Denny’s, big and warm, and leaned 
over to brush a 


kiss across his lips. “I don’t give a damn what it looks like 
under there.” 


“I do.” The idea of Sully looking under his skin made Denny 
aS anxious as 


Sully seeing him naked for the first time—well, first time 
Denny wasn't stone 


drunk for it. “Want you to come back when it’s all over 
and...” He didn’t finish 


the sentence. He kissed Sully instead. And pretend none of 
it happened. \t would be like that. 


“FIL be home soon as | can manage it,” Sully promised 
between that kiss and 


the next. “Lemme finish packing so | got time to spend with 
you before | gotta 


take off.” 


He pressed a kiss to Denny’s forehead like Denny was a kid 
with a scraped 


knee and headed back to the closet. Least he wasn’t 
stopping to stare at him 


every couple seconds. With no reason to be mad, Denny 
couldn’t stay awake 


long, even if it was first thing in the morning. He drifted off 
to the heavenly 


sounds of Sully puttering about their bedroom and fell into a 
dream about how 


everything was just fine. 


“Hey there, sugar.” Sully’s lips buzzed across his cheek, 
warm and soft, and 


closed over his earlobe before they pulled away. “You 
awake?” 


“Only ‘cause you ain’t in my dream.” Too bad for Sully that 
Denny would 


rather be dreaming of himself on two good legs—or not on 
them, as the case 


might be—than awake with Sully like this. Being awake was 
nothing to be happy 


about right now, but Sully was here to kiss that away a little. 
“What’s going on? | told you to get packed.” 


“All done. You were sleeping—slept right through me hauling 
it downstairs 


too.” Sully grinned and kissed him again. “You gonna bitch 
at me about 


something | already did? Or you gonna let me cuddle up 
with you for a bit 


before you kick me out?” 
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“If you can’t go without, | suppose you best get your fill,” 
Denny allowed. 


“You can find me one of my damn pain pills first, though, if | 
have to put up 


with you pawing all over me.” Being cranky gave him some 
distance from the 


hole of loneliness threatening to swallow him before Sully 
even made it out the 


door. 


Sully stepped out to get the pills and Denny was left alone. 
This was how it 


was gonna be. Denny, alone. 


He didn’t have more than a minute to try to convince 
himself he could get 


used to it before Sully was there, crawling up beside him, all 
big and warm and 


strong. 


Didn’t have to get used to it yet. Denny swallowed the pill 
and hoped it’d 


dull the pain of Sully leaving him more than the pain in his 
leg and his ribs, shut up the what-ifs too. He hid a wince as 
Sully slid an arm around him and settled 


him close. His head fit in the curve of Sully’s shoulder just 
right. 


Sully was quiet for a long time, and Denny lay there and 
listened to the 


familiar rhythm of his breathing. It was almost enough to 
put him to sleep again except he knew Sully was gonna be 
leaving any minute now. 


A hitch in Sully’s breath served as warning before his voice 
broke the silence. 


“You best take care of yourself while I’m gone. No more 
scaring the ever-living 


shit outta me, okay?” 


“Not gonna waste it with you not here to see it, anyway.” 
Denny pressed his 


cheek to the thin fabric of Sully’s T-shirt. Sully’s heat soaked 
through and 


warmed him on the surface but his gut was cold with Sully 
leaving. “I ain’t 


gonna fuck up more than | already done. I’m gonna get 
better and you’re gonna 


come home to find me in one piece. | promise.” 


Sully hummed his agreement. “That’s what | like to hear. 
Now how about 


you give me a kiss and l'Il get outta your hair.” 
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Lifting his head and offering Sully a kiss was harder than 
Denny had 


counted on. Harder than getting around on only one foot 
with a handful of 


broken ribs and bruises so bad the doctors had a whole 
other fancy name for 


them. But he managed. 
“Be good yourself. | know how you are on the road.” 


The kiss was long and sweet, and Denny could just about 
feel how bad Sully 


wanted to be staying. But then it ended and, with nothing 
more than a little 


wave, Sully was gone. 
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The walk from the cab to the condo was interminable. 
Denny hated crutches, 


hated his ruined leg, hated his whole life. It was hot enough 
even the sidewalk 


was sweating—his favorite weather until the crash. Now, 
Sweat seared the raw 


places on his left leg and made his crutches chafe in his 
armpits. It took so long to get anywhere. 


He struggled up the steps and let himself into the blessed 
cool of his condo, 


where no one could see him. Breathing hard, he leaned 
against the door. He’d 


have to go lie down in a minute—his right foot felt like it was 
going to explode. 


He headed for the couch, planning to collapse and die there 
until he had to 


eat or drink or piss too badly to stay any longer. He 
thumped slowly toward the 


living room, head bowed—why did he buy such a big condo? 
“Hard day, sugar?” 


Sugar. Damned if Denny hadn’t missed that word, that 
voice, but he was still disappointed to hear it. “What’re you 
doing home?” 


He leaned on his crutches and glared. Sully was supposed 
be on the road 


making them some money while Denny tried to recover 
from that damn crash. 


“Nothing doing, sugar. Break between races. | got a couple- 
three days before 


| gotta head back.” Sully grinned, those pink lips twisting up 
at one corner. 


Denny had missed that mouth so much. 
Pit Road 


Sully eased up on him like he was a skittish colt and reached 
out to brush a 


thumb over his cheek. 


“What kinda welcome home’s that, anyhow?” he asked 
when Denny shied 


away from him. 


“The kind you get when you decide to come by when | don’t 
have time to 


grab a shower or nothing.” He was happy to see Sully. That 
was the maddening thing. Now that he wasn’t almost dead, 
though, he had a damn good idea how 


pretty he wasn’t. Still yellow and purple from the deep 
bruises, huge patch of 


skin missing on his left leg, right leg below the knee didn’t 
even look like a leg anymore. Not near pretty enough for 
Sully. 


Sully made him hot in the belly and weak in the knees with 
his deep red hair 


and that sugar-candy smile. He just had to be wearing 
nothing but a little pair of cutoffs, showing off tanned skin 
sprinkled with freckles all the way from his nose to his broad 
shoulders and spilling down his big, bare chest. Denny loved 


him so much he made his own damn teeth hurt with it, but 
he didn’t want him home 


right now. Not while he was a cripple still leaking blood and 
goo out of a hole in his leg. 


Sully’s eyebrows went up. He got Denny’s face between 
both hands and 


kissed him hard on the mouth. Denny leaned into the kiss, 
giving in to how 


desperately he wanted Sully and how damn much he’d 
missed him. It had been 


a long and painful few weeks and so, so lonely, and Denny 
was never going to 


say a word about it. 


“That’s better,” Sully murmured against Denny’s lips, and 
kissed him again, 


light and sweet. “Here you had me thinking maybe you 
didn’t want me around 


no more. Hate to be sneaking around to be with somebody 
who ain’t interested.” 


“Stop talkin’ bullshit.” Denny whacked him in the shin with a 
crutch and 


made for the couch. “If anybody’s not wanting a body 
around here, I’d think it 
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was gonna be you. Plenty doing out there on the circuit. No 
idea why you’d 


want to hang around here when you could be having fun.” 


Couch. Denny could see the couch. His right foot hurt like it 
was going to 


explode, and the scabs from where they took the skin grafts 
on his left leg caught on the gauze over them as he moved. 


“You're so full of shit, I’m surprised your eyes ain’t brown.” 


Denny collapsed on the couch and bit back a whimper when 
he discovered 


that the pillow for his leg wasn’t where he’d left it. Of course 
it wasn’t. Sully had been lying there, taking up the whole 
damn place. He wasn’t going to complain, 


though. He levered himself up to where he could reach the 
pillow and worked to 


settle in. 


He just wanted to peel the damn sock off his foot and lie 
down a while. It 


hurt like hell. He couldn’t put a shoe on that foot, that was 
for sure. Lately, he didn’t care about racing. He wanted to 
walk. The last time he’d walked without hurting was walking 
away from that crash, with the crowd cheering like crazy. 


“You want me to get you anything?” 


“I’m good.” Denny sagged onto the couch with a sigh of 
relief. “I usually lie 


here a spell. Physical therapy’s a fancy kinda torture, | tell 
you what.” He 


mustered up a smile for Sully, who looked a bit like a 
worried puppy. “I’m fine. 


Sorry | can’t make you dinner or anything. There’s a new 
place around the 


corner makes some decent fried chicken.” That should cheer 
him up. 


“Do they deliver?” Sully asked, but he wasn’t heading for 
the phone. He was 


heading to the couch, squeezing himself to sitting right on 
the edge. 


“Yeah, they do.” Denny didn’t want Sully to jostle him wrong 
and make the 


hurt worse, but he wasn’t giving up any kisses Sully might 
be handing out. He’d 


earned every damn kiss Sully had to give him. 
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Sully leaned in, being careful, and Denny slid his aching 
arms around his 


neck. That man kissed as good as Denny drove. He had no 
idea why Sully 


wanted to be here, but he needed his kisses like he needed 
Vicodin these days. 


Sully rumbled his approval, one hand skimming his chest 
and then sliding 


up under his shirt. Oh, fuck. Touches that felt good. Denny 
moaned. 


The bruises from the harness and the crash were almost 
gone, the cracked 


ribs were healing—if it weren’t for his damn leg, he’d be 
back in the car already. 


As it was, he wasn’t even back to fucking his boyfriend. In 
the moment, he forgot about everything except how wrong 
that was and started working Sully’s shorts 


off. He’d missed Sully’s body like crazy: the strong, freckled 
shoulders, the flat belly, the tight ass, the lanky legs, the 
dick that made him crazy. 


Sully stopped kissing him long enough to stand up and 
shuck his shorts, 


briefs going with them. Naked, he knelt beside the couch 
and kissed Denny hard, 


working his shorts open with both hands. Denny was so 
focused, he plumb 


forgot to be careful of his leg. He had a hand full of Sully’s 
cock and was 


remembering how good it felt inside him when he 
instinctively dug in his heels 


and lifted his hips to let Sully pull down his jeans. 


“Motherfucker!” He ripped his mouth away from Sully’s and 
only a whole 


lot of love reminded him to let the hell go of Sully’s dick 
before he arched in 


pain. 


“What happened?” Sully pulled back right quick. “Shit. You 
okay, sugar?” 


Denny sagged, all interest gone. Right. What the fuck was 
he doing feeling 


sexy and good when he was, no kidding, a wreck? 


“Yeah, I'm fine,” he snapped, struggling to regain some 
shred of dignity. 


“Just. Fucking. Perfect.” 
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He pushed himself up and tried not to whimper at the pain 
in his leg. How 


the hell was he supposed to tell Sully that if he’d come 
home for sex, he 


Shouldn’t bother unpacking? 
“You got anything you can take for it?” 


“I already did. This is me on the pills.” Denny covered his 
face with his 


hands. “This is why | wanted you to stay out there on the 
circuit. So you 


wouldn’t have to bother with this shit.” 


Sully folded his arms across his chest, glaring at Denny. 
“Yeah? You sent me 


off to hustle for some dumb motherfucker who can’t find his 
ass with both hands 


and a flashlight, much less the goddamn gas pedal, while 
you were here popping 


in and out of the hospital, ’cause you didn’t want me to 
have to bother with 


fucking you while you were hurting?” 


“Well, when you put it that way, it sounds like a damn good 
idea, don’t it?” 


He would have thrown a pillow at Sully, but he couldn’t 
spare one. God damn it, 


why did Sully have to argue while he was naked? The sight 
of him was making 


Denny all messed up in the head, leaving him half-angry 
and half-hard in spite 


of the pain. 


“No, it damn well does not!” Sully turned around, stalking 
off toward the 


kitchen. 


“Well, you explain to me how you playing my momma is 
gonna pay our 


goddamn mortgage,” Denny shouted after him. “My 
insurance only goes so 


fucking far, Sully, and last thing | need anyway is reminding 
every day that | 


fucked things up for us.” He grabbed for his crutches 
because he was Sure as hell done talking and not sticking 
around for a fight that wouldn’t be happening if 


Sully’d stayed where he belonged—far away from Denny’s 
problems. 
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“Your momma’s prettier’n me by half,” Sully ground out, 
“and I’m gonna 


punch you in the goddamn face if you don’t shut the hell up 
about that crash 


being your fault. What d’you want for dinner?” 


“I’m not hungry.” The medicine made Denny feel sick, and 
fighting with 


Sully made it worse. “Crashing was my fault.” He levered 
himself up off the couch. “Whole point of driving is not 
fucking crashing.” He leaned hard on the 


crutches, making for the stairs—too many damn stairs—so 
he could go wash. 


Not like he could have a shower. 


Denny hitched himself toward the stairs. He was never 
going to forget what 


came after. By the time the ambulance showed up, he’d 
been screaming. 


Screaming that hadn’t stopped until they knocked him out 
and cut him open 


from knee to ankle, trying to save his leg. He couldn’t forget 
the pain, couldn’t forget the humiliation. He stopped at the 
bottom of the stairs, leaning on his 


crutches, and tried to muster up the nerve to go up. He was 
so out of nerve, 


anymore. 


Sully sidled up next to him, but now he had his shorts back 
on. “Hey, sugar. 


You going to clean up?” 


“Yep.” Denny took a breath and put his good foot on the 
step, ignoring the 


way the healing skin on his thigh tugged. “PT makes me 
sweat.” 


Made his eyes tear up and his head hurt too, but he wasn’t 
admitting to that. 


He wanted a shower so bad, something to soothe the pain in 
his shoulders and 


neck. 


Clenching his jaw, he made it up the first step. According to 
the doctors, he 


was supposed to do this on his ass, but he’d be damned if 
he’d let Sully see him hooching around the house like a 
baby. There was a limit to how much indignity 


he could take. 


“Let me help?” Sully sounded like Denny’s pain was hurting 
him. 
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“I’m okay.” Denny tried to make himself look like it hurt less. 
He even gave 


Sully a smile over his shoulder. “It’s a lot better lately. You 
wanna help, you 


could get back to walking around in the altogether.” 


“Not gonna let me carry you on up like a brand new bride?” 
Sully slid on up 


in front of Denny and gave him a smile. “Promise l'Il give 
you a damn good 


wedding night.” 


Lord, but Sully just about broke Denny’s heart some days; 
there wasn’t 


enough room in his chest for loving Sully so hard and feeling 
so lucky all at once. 


“If | could keep my half of that rightly, I’d say yes.” Denny 
leaned on his 


crutches, trying not to crumple under the regret he was 
feeling. “I think you best go wait for your dinner to show up. 
| have to do this on my own the rest of the 


time, anyhow.” 


Sully sighed and nodded, slipping past him to head down 
the stairs again. 


Upstairs in the bathroom, Denny did his best to make 
himself stink a little 


less. He still smelled of blood and struggling flesh and 
disinfectants, no matter what he did. It had only been a few 
weeks, and already he was going soft, his 


Skin starting to sag over his ribs, showing them too much 
and thickening below 


them at his waist. Twenty-five and washed right the hell up. 


He changed into long pajama pants to hide the bandages 
and started on the 


slog down the stairs. 


He found Sully sitting on the floor by the coffee table, more 
or less fully 


dressed again, picking at his food. As much as he hurt, as 
useless and ugly as he was now, just seeing Sully made him 
warm through. 


Sully looked up as he came in. “Feeling better?” 


“Bit cleaner.” Denny made it to the couch and tried to get 
settled. 


“Gonna eat something if | fix you up a plate?” Sully’s 
eyebrows were raised 


expectantly. 
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“Gonna let me be if | say no?” Denny leaned his head 
against the arm of the 


couch and gave Sully a weary look. 


“Prob’ly not.” Sully shrugged and started dishing food. When 
he went to get 


ice water, Denny closed his eyes and sighed heavily. Even 
when they were mad 


at each other, Sully being around made things better. 


He didn’t mean to fall asleep. Sully just made everything 
feel so damn safe. 


Denny looked rough, like somebody’d taken a stick and beat 
him within an 


inch of his life. Part of it was the pain, but part of it was the 
tension he kept himself under, not letting anybody else 
help. Boy was stubborn as a goddamn 


mule when he was hurt, though this was the first time 
Sully’d seen him hurt this bad. He didn’t Know what to do 
but try to make like things were close to normal. 


Close to normal meant Sully was going to get that boy into 
bed. Denny loved 


sex like he loved racing. Damned if Sully could leave 
something broke, if he 


could fix it. He didn’t like the idea of Denny getting hurt 
more than he was 


during sex—wasn’t much they could do with Denny banged 
up like he was—but 


he liked the idea of Denny thinking he couldn’t have sex 
even less. 


While Denny was off at physical therapy again the next day, 
Sully spent a 


couple hours driving around to find the only sex shop in the 
whole goddamn 


state. Clerk was friendly, though. Helped him find exactly 
what he needed. 


He was glad he’d been driving the truck, because the box 
wouldn’t have fit 


in anything smaller. When he opened it up, he was faced 
with a pile of black 


steel and leather. Sexy. 


Sully climbed up on a chair and ran the stud-finder over the 
ceiling to find 


the joists, then screwed in the big sturdy hook that would 
hold everything up. It would hold Denny up, if he could 
convince Denny to go along. He felt better 
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already, himself. They’d get back to fucking, get back to 
normal, and they’d get Denny all better. Wasn’t gonna take 
anything but time. 


He put everything together and headed downstairs just as 
Denny rattled in 


the front door with his head bowed, leaning heavily on his 
crutches. His bad foot was swollen and looked painful. 
Everything about him was too hot, too sad, too 


hurt. It tugged at Sully’s heart. 


“Hey, sugar.” He came up and brushed a lock of sweat- 
soaked hair off 


Denny’s forehead. “Let me help you get on inside where you 
can find a seat.” 


“I’m fine, | just need a clear path to the couch.” Denny tilted 
his head back 


and gave Sully a smile that was tight around the edges with 
pain. “Next time we 


buy a house, it’s gonna be a small one.” 


“No more stairs, maybe, too.” Sully didn’t take no for an 
answer this time. 


He kissed Denny on that pain-tight smile and scooped him 
up in his arms, letting the crutches clatter to the floor. 


Denny flailed and went rigid, clutching at Sully’s shoulders. 
It wasn’t like 


Sully wasn’t prone to picking Denny’s drunk ass up and 
hauling him around on 


a regular basis, but it had been a while. 


“What the fuck are you playing at?” Denny sputtered. His 
face was pale and 


his breath came too fast. “Fuck’s sake, Sully, put me down 
before | rip something open.” 


“Don’t fuss and you won’t get hurt,” Sully countered, 
stepping carefully 


over the crutches. He stopped inside the living room and 
met Denny’s eyes. “I 


won’t drop you, sugar. Promise.” 


“That ain’t all I’m worried about.” Denny stayed really still, 
tension 


shuddering through his arms and back, and his voice came 
out from between 


gritted teeth. “Swear to God, Sully, if | wasn’t falling out of 
my own fucking skin in places, I’d punch you in the 
goddamn motherfucking head so hard you’d fit 
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right into Andy Mack’s team. | need my fucking crutches. 
Don’t leave them in 


the goddamn hallway.” 


“I'll get ’em,” Sully assured him. “Soon as you're settled. 
Hush.” He didn’t 


stop at the couch, though. He carried Denny right on up the 
stairs to the 


bathroom. Denny wasn’t little, but he was littler than Sully, 
and lighter than 


some of the stuff Sully hauled around the garage. 


“Be careful. And don’t tell me to hush. You ain’t the one put 
together like 


Gramma’s quilt. Bad enough the patches keep threatening 
to quit.” 


“You don’t tell me much about what the doctors are doing to 
you,” Sully 


commented mildly, when he felt anything but mild about 
the whole thing. He 


angled them through the door and sat Denny carefully on 
the closed seat of the 


toilet. Respecting Denny’s need to deal with things himself 
was gonna give him 


an ulcer. “I'll be right back with your crutches.” 


Sully grabbed them and headed upstairs. When he got to 
the bathroom, he 


stopped dead in the doorway. Denny was finishing up pulling 
off his bandages. 


Jesus Christ. Denny really hadn’t said fuck-all about what he 
was going through, when they talked on the phone now and 
then. 


His left thigh was missing long strips of skin, nothing there 
but oozing scabs. 


His right calf was so much worse Sully’s stomach twisted. It 
was Slashed open 


along the outside, knee to ankle, and gaping big enough to 
put a hand in. It was stitched like to hold it together at the 


top and bottom, and the grafts were a 


meshy patchwork that didn’t fill in the hole, they just 
covered the exposed flesh. 


Sully could see the swell of Denny’s calf muscle almost 
trying to turn itself inside out with nothing to hold the thick, 
powerful belly of it in. 


His flesh was stapled together in places where they’d done 
other work and 


there were stitches here and there on his thigh and calf 
where they’d had 
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monitors and tubes stuck in his flesh. In spite of everything, 
his foot was still swollen up bad, in dark, wrong colors. 


“You stubborn son of a bitch,” Sully muttered, leaning the 
crutches against 


the wall and coming over to kneel in front of Denny. “How 
do | help you 


without hurting you?” 


“Let me do it myself.” Denny grabbed the hem of his shirt 
and started to pull 


it off over his head. Sully let him do it. “I need to clean up.” 


“You need any help getting outta those shorts?” Now that he 
could see how 


bad it was, Sully was itching to make it right, to help. Wasn’t 
in his nature not to, but Denny kept making him hold back. 


“I can do it.” Denny slithered out of his shorts and put his 
bare ass on the 


toilet lid. 


Sully let him alone, and it hurt like there was a knife in his 
gut to do it. When he was settled, Sully slipped an arm 
around his back, up under his arms. “Lean 


on me. We'll get you over there.” 


“I’m okay,” Denny said, but he let Sully help. “You shoulda 
told me you 


were coming,” he added, low, as he hopped over to the tub 
and then leaned on 


Sully to raise his good foot over the edge. 


“Didn't know if | was really gonna be able to make the trip 
til the last 


minute.” If there had been any major trouble with the car, 
he’d have had to stick around. As it was, the crew was doing 
regular maintenance before the next race. 


They didn’t need Sully for that, though he’d be checking up 
on it when he got 


back. 


Denny sagged onto the seat in the tub and used his hands 
to lift his right leg 


up, propping it on a towel on the edge of the tub. It was so 
easy to take things like a simple shower for granted. 
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Once Denny was settled and the water was running, Sully 
picked up the 


dirty clothes and carried them off to the hamper. He left his 
own clothes in there, too, and returned to the bathroom 
naked as could be. No way he was missing a 


shower with Denny. 


Crawling in behind Denny, behind the seat, Sully pressed 
kisses to the long 


line of Denny’s spine. So much more could’ve gone wrong in 
that crash. He tried 


not to think about that. 


Surprisingly enough, the kisses earned him a sigh of 
pleasure. As Sully ran 


his hands over Denny’s back, he could feel the knots in the 
muscles, even 


without pressing. He started working at them, and Denny 
whimpered and 


grabbed at the sides of the tub. 


“I’ve got you, sugar,” Sully murmured against the nape of 
Denny’s neck. He 


started with light touches at the base of the spine and 
worked his way up. “You 


coulda said something. I’da rubbed your back before.” 


Wasn't as if he was going to say no to any chance to get his 
hands on Denny, 


sex or not. 


“Just don’t want to get used to it, is all.” Denny was almost 
melting in his 


hands, shaggy golden head dropping so his chin hit his 
chest. “God, that feels 


good, Sully.” 


“Why the hell not?” Sully bumped his nose against Denny’s 
head, frustrated 


with his stubbornness. He used to be able to take it but 
since the crash, he 


wanted Denny to let him help. They were as together as two 
people could get 


without the wedding part, and Denny trying to do this alone 
made zero sense. 


He worked his hands over Denny’s back, smoothing out the 
muscles until 


everything was as loose as he could make it. 


Denny sighed and leaned against Sully. “’Cause you have to 
go to work 


again and | have to manage. l'Il get better, and you won’t 
have to worry none 


www.samhainpublishing.com 
33 
Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 


about it, Sully. That’s what | wanted—you’d come home and 
I'd be at least 


halfway to better. None of this limping and whining and 
hurting.” 


“You dumb son of a bitch.” Sully wrapped his arms around 
Denny’s chest 


and held on to him gently. “You think I ain’t been worried 
sick about you this 


whole damn time I been out on the road?” 


“I can’t help it if you’re a damn girl, Sully.” Denny leaned his 
cheek against 


Sully’s. “But | can sure as hell not be one about all this shit.” 


“You get cleaned up, and l'Il take you on into the bedroom 
and show you 


what kinda girl | am.” Sully snorted, huffing against Denny’s 
cheek like a horse demanding treats. If Denny wasn’t gonna 


let him help, Sully was gonna help 
himself, that was certain. “Did me some shopping today.” 


“Lord have mercy. What the hell did you do?” Denny turned 
his head, 


peering at him over his shoulder. He looked more than a 
mite skittish at the 


prospect of Sully going shopping for anything but car parts. 


“Made damn sure next time | wanna fuck you, | ain’t gonna 
hurt you no 


more than you’re already hurting.” 


Denny’s eyes went real wide and he shook his head. “You 
did what?” 


Sully chuckled and petted Denny’s chest with one hand. “l 
bought a sling, 


one a them hammock-looking things you hang up from the 
ceiling so’s you don’t 


hafta kneel on the bed or nothing. | figured you weren’t 
gonna be up for that, 


what with your leg hurting you so bad. | improvised.” 


“Are you out of your fool mind?” Denny didn’t look too 
pleased. 


“Get yourself cleaned up, sugar.” Sully wasn’t going to let 
Denny’s foul 


mood bother him. “I ain’t gonna hurt you.” 


Denny finished washing, and then he hauled himself up. 
“Damn right you’re 


not gonna hurt me. Not gonna hurt me because | ain’t 
playing around in any 


damn contraption.” 
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He couldn’t reach his crutches, and he couldn’t get out of 
the tub alone, so he 


stood there and glared. Sully pushed himself up to his feet 
and scooped Denny 


up without another word. 


“You are such a stubborn little shit,” he muttered, carrying 
him out of the 


bathroom. 


In the bedroom, he settled Denny in the seat of the sling 
and started sorting 


out the straps before he could protest too much. 


Denny swore a blue streak, coming up with new words and 
calling Sully 


things he’d never called him before. He didn’t fight much, 
he just grabbed hold 


of the chains and hung on hard enough his knuckles went 
white. There was no 


way he could get loose without hurting himself, so he was 
almost helpful. 


“Hush,” Sully murmured. Once Denny’s feet were set, Sully 
focused on 


making him feel good. He got his hands between Denny’s 
legs, toying with his 


balls. 


“Oh, God.” Denny was strung up, legs spread and cradled in 
padded straps, 


his body held up securely, his hands clenched on the chains. 
He was all spread 


out and Sully’s touches were already working. He sounded 
damn insincere 


when he whispered, “I fucking hate you.” 


Sully cupped the back of Denny’s head in one hand and 
brought him in fora 


kiss, slow and easy, as his fingers slipped down to rub and 
press at the smooth 


Skin behind Denny’s balls. 


“So much,” Denny added breathlessly. “There’s a fucking 
hole in our 


goddamn ceiling, Sully. This contraption better not break our 
condo or I’m 


throwing you out.” Somehow, his words lacked emphasis, 
especially the way he 


was rocking already, trying to work Sully’s fingers into him. 
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“lII fix the hole when we move out, sugar.” Sully grabbed 
the lube and 


Slicked up his fingers, then started to tease in earnest. 
“More worried about 


another hole, right now.” 


Denny’s head fell back, and he groaned, a shudder running 
through him. His 


nipples were hard and his cock twitched. “Christ. Sully...” 


“I got you, sugar.” Sully pushed one finger inside as he 
leaned over to nip 


and suck at Denny’s nipples. Denny loved getting finger- 
fucked, and Sully loved 


doing it to him. Here, like this, he could do it without 
worrying he was going to hurt him. 


“Yes.” It came out like a hiss and Denny’s whole body 
jerked. “Oh, yeah. 


Sully, please.” 


Sully moaned, biting down as he fucked Denny with one 
finger and then 


two. The way Denny moved to take his fingers in told him all 
he needed to know 


about whether “this contraption” was doing its job or not. 
God damn, but Sully 


loved fixing things. He purred against Denny’s skin and got 
right to work doing 


what he did best. 


Denny had been pissed off all day, and he’d been even 
more pissed off when 


Sully carried him upstairs. He was tired of being pissed off. 
And then the swing. 


The fucking swing. He hated the idea, hated the thing, 
hated getting into it. But when Sully started touching him, 
when he realized he was cradled in butter-soft 


leather that held him up and eased his aching back, when 
he was tipped 


backward so his throbbing legs were comfortably up and 
spread, he started to 


change his mind. 


Sully slid two fingers in, and Denny felt like he was in 
heaven. He slipped 


his hands through the wrist straps and held on tight, taking 
some of his weight 


on his arms. He shifted and pushed down onto Sully’s 
fingers. He couldn’t help 
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the way he was moaning. Sometimes he hated how he was 
such a sucker for 


being touched there, and that Sully knew how to get him 
going. 


As good as it felt, Sully was going too damn slow for 
Denny’s liking, and he 


swallowed his pride to mutter, “Damn it, Sully. Stop your 
fuckin’ dawdling.” 


“Not gonna let me play?” Sully asked, looking up at Denny 
as his tongue 


flicked over Denny’s nipple again. Sully’s blue eyes had 
gone dark with want. 


He pushed those two fingers in deep, and then added a 
third. “You look so 


damn good like this.” 


“Oh, Christ.” Those wrist straps came in damn handy when 
Denny arched 


and shuddered. “Not like | can make you do anything like 
this.” 


The realization hit Denny like a fist, that he was helpless and 
couldn't even 


get himself out. It made his eyes go wide and his breath 
catch. Part of him loved it, and the rest of him was 
screaming blue murder for him to find a way out. 


“Trust me, sugar.” Sully stopped moving his fingers, which 
got Denny’s 


attention right quick. “You’ve trusted me every damn time 
you're out on the 


track. Think you can trust me now?” 


Denny made himself breathe. He’d had way too much of 
being helpless 


lately. But this was Sully. This was his Sully who held his life 
in his big hands every time he opened up his car. And Sully 
sure as hell never caused him a 


minute’s pain. 


“| do.” Maybe it was himself Denny didn’t trust. He was 
really, finally safe 


and, fora moment, all he felt was good, and he was scared 
he was going to fall 


apart. 


Sully rewarded him by moving his fingers again. Denny 
didn’t have his 


balance in this thing enough to let go and put his arms 
around Sully, so he 


murmured, “I love you,” before he let Sully kiss him. Every 
thrust of Sully’s 
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fingers got another shudder out of him. He could have done 
this all day, let Sully play with him, finger him. 


“Love you too, Sugar.” 


This was better than being drunk, better than painkillers. 
Sully’s hands—his 


fucking magical hands—were the only thing that mattered. 


Denny made little noises, but he could forgive himself 
because it got Sully 


hot and bothered. Sully knew how to curl his work-hard 
fingers and twist them 


to make Denny feel like he was opened up wide. His body 
wanted Sully so 


much, needed those touches. Nothing he could do to 
himself compared to Sully’s 


hands and his mouth and his dick. 


“Damn, you sound good like that. You tell me when you’re 
ready, sugar.” 


“For you?” Denny made himself look at Sully and soaked in 
the way his skin 


got that fierce blush down his chest when he was heated up. 
“Always. 


Goddamn, Sully, just always.” 


Sully pushed his fingers in a few more times, then pulled 
them out and 


Slicked his cock. He set himself against Denny’s hole and set 
his hands around 


Denny’s hips, way up where there weren't no cuts or 
bruises, and started to push in. 


“You tell me if | hurt you,” he said, giving Denny a look that 
said he meant 


business. 


Denny was breathless, both from the stern look and the way 
Sully filled him 


up. “Only way you'll hurt me is hurting my feelings if you 
don’t fuck me like 


you mean it. | hate being gone from you.” He was never as 
safe and loved as 


when he was with Sully. It felt like he’d been falling until 
Sully walked in the door. 


“Don’t you worry, I’m gonna fuck you ’til you can’t see 
straight.” 
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The amazing thing was how it hardly hurt a bit. Denny hung 
on and let Sully 


ride his ass, letting each thrust push groans and cries out of 
him. Sully touched every nerve in his body with pleasure. 
His skin was wild with it, and his dick 


dripped onto his belly. He didn’t want Sully to touch him like 
that, though, not yet. He just wanted to get fucked. 


“Please, please,” he begged, even though Sully was giving it 
to him. “Hard, 


Sully.” He wanted to feel it all the way through, to feel the 
air go out of him, to feel Sully’s hips bruise his ass. His 
hands clenched, aching to dig into Sully’s shoulders to make 
him go faster, harder, please. 


There was no being quiet. Denny couldn’t differentiate 
between begging and 


cursing and telling Sully how much he loved him. 


“God, Sully, goddamn you, harder. Please. Fuck. Harder. 
More. Touch me. 


Fuck, | love you. Please, Sully.” If he hadn’t been harnessed 
up in the sling, he’d have hurt himself but good, thrashing 

around. As it was, he was held in nice and tight while Sully 
Slid into him again and again. 


Sully wrapped his slick hand around Denny’s cock and 
stroked him, tight 


and quick, same as he was fucking. “I gotcha, sugar.” 


“Oh, God.” Denny did just about hurt himself, arching in the 
swing. “Sully.” 


He was going to have a sore throat on top of everything, the 
way words were 


ripped right out of him, loud and crazy. “Fuck me. Harder. 
Jesus, Sully, don’t 


stop.” 


Then he came, his whole body rocking with it, clenching 
around Sully’s cock 


with every jerk. Sully kept fucking him right on through it 
and out the other side. 


He was still hard inside Denny, eyes hot and body shivering 
with it, when he 


stopped moving. 
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“You are so damn good.” Denny wasn’t gonna be 
complaining about 


anything. He tightened up around Sully’s cock again. “Come 
on. | wanna watch 


you lose it. Fucking hot, Sully.” 


Sully groaned, his hips jerking forward. He let go of Denny’s 
cock to grab his 


hips again, pulling Denny into him. God, that was almost 
better than coming. He 


shuddered with it, whimpering and gasping little 
endearments: how hot Sully 


was, how good he was, how Denny could never get enough 
of him. He loved the 


way everything got slick when Sully came inside him, how 
Sully flushed and 


shook and shouted his name. 


Sully came down slow, his hips still moving. He wrapped a 
hand around the 


back of Denny’s neck, holding tight and dragging him in for 
a kiss. It was hard 


and hot, like their fucking had been, and Sully muttered 
against Denny’s lips, 


“Goddamn you, don’t you ever get hurt like that again. | was 
so damn scared, 


Sugar...” 


Once Sully said it, it was like a wall collapsed in Denny’s 
head and 


everything behind it busted out into his bloodstream, all the 
fear and hurt. 


Denny pulled his hands out of the straps and wrapped his 
arms around Sully’s 


neck, letting Sully take some of his weight. 


“|I won't. I didn’t think | was...” Suddenly, he couldn’t 
breathe for the 


tightness in his chest. It left him gasping against Sully’s 
mouth. “I’m sorry, 


Sully.” 


He’d never forget the hurt, and he’d never forget the look 
on Sully’s face 


when he was lying on the floor of that bar, begging Sully to 
do something, 


please, even cut his damn leg off to make it stop. 


“Goddamn it, Denny...” Sully held him close, both arms 
around him. “I love 


you, you stubborn bastard. So much.” He kissed Denny 
again, softer this time. 
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“You win.” Denny let his head drop to Sully’s shoulder and 
hid his face in 


the curve of Sully’s neck. Sully had been right about 
everything, about buying 


this stupid, ridiculous contraption so they could fuck, about 
him being a 


stubborn bastard, about how he should let him help. He 
didn’t even care that 


he’d been wrong. He just hung on to Sully because if he let 
go, he’d fall apart. 


“I got you.” Sully held on tight, like Denny was all the prize 
he wanted. 


“Good. Now get me out of this goddamn thing before my 
head explodes, 


and let me lay down,” Denny grumbled against Sully’s neck. 
It lacked heat, the 


way he was clinging, and he didn’t care. It was the principle 
of the thing. Better than getting mushy over Sully being 
sweet at him. Damn man. 


Sully worked his feet out of the loops and carried him over 
to the bed. He 


settled some pillows and propped Denny’s leg up, and slid 
himself behind 


Denny to hold on to him. “You okay, sugar?” 


“Yeah.” Denny tried to put a grumble into the word, but it 
came out shaky. 


He clung to Sully’s arms where they were wrapped around 
him, and he couldn’t 


make himself let go. His throat kept closing up, and he 
wanted to say things like asking Sully to stay on, but he 
couldn't. They needed their savings. They 


couldn’t have Sully hanging around because Denny couldn’t 
man up. Besides, 


Denny crashing didn’t mean Sully had to lose his season. 
Wasn't fair. 


He swallowed hard and let his head rest on Sully’s shoulder. 
They had 


another day or so. It’d do. He could make do. 
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Sully had to get up three times in the night. The first was for 
Denny’s pain 


medication and a glass of water. The second was for another 
pillow from the 


linen closet. The third was for Denny’s crutches from where 
he’d left them in the bathroom because, as Denny put it, “l 
gotta take a goddamn piss and no way in 


hell do | need you t’hold it for me. Go get my goddamn 
crutches.” 


After the last time, near dawn, he couldn’t fall back to sleep. 
It didn’t matter, though. Wasn't like he slept any better on 
the road, waking up in the middle of 


the night with the memory of Denny’s car rolling and 
crumpling like a beer can 


playing like a movie in his head, that unnatural silence that 
fell over the crowd after a bad wreck loud in his ears. 


He was just happy to be here now, to actually see what was 
going on with Denny. How he’d been talked into leaving was 
beyond him. They needed the 


money, sure, but Sully had underestimated how much 
Denny would lie to him 


to keep from looking like less of a man. 


Even after three surgeries and a month of healing, he 
couldn’t walk. Sully 


could see the pain all over him, and he was pissed with both 
of them for letting Sully leave him alone. 


Denny was still asleep, as deep and peaceful a sleep as 
Sully imagined he 


could get, hurting so much. He’d slept hard once the drugs 
were in him. He 


fussed more in his sleep than he did awake—he hardly 
made a peep about 


Pit Road 


hurting when he was awake, but his sleep was filled up with 
caught breaths and 


whimpers. Denny reached out in his sleep too, making sure 
Sully was there 


without ever waking up. 


The last time he did it, Sully tried to soothe him, resting a 
hand on Denny’s 


chest and petting him. 


“It’s okay, sugar,” he whispered. “I’m right here.” How was 
he supposed to 


go back on the road, day after tomorrow, when Denny was 
hurting like this? He 


knew the answer to that, of course—he wasn’t. 


Denny finally started to wake, feeling for him again and then 
looking to 


double-check. It was the sweetest thing Sully ever saw, the 
way Denny’s sleepy 


golden eyes lit up when he saw him. 


“Thought | was dreaming you being here.” He yawned and 
stroked Sully’s 


cheek. “Course, | was having this nightmare too, where this 
big red-headed 


jackass with a huge dick tied me up from the ceiling of my 
own damn house.” 


Denny always did have a smart mouth on him. 
Sully smirked. “You love my dick.” 


As much as that smart mouth drove him nuts some days, it 
made Sully feel 


better to hear it. Denny was still Denny, pain or not. Sully 
was Surely not feeling any guilt about buying that pretty 
leather sex sling and plunking Denny’s sweet 


ass in it for a good fucking. 


“And you were having a damn good time up there, all strung 
up, don’t you 


lie.” He leaned over to kiss Denny on his smart mouth. 
Denny nipped at him, 


then gave him the kiss he wanted. 


“Hell yes, | love your dick.” Denny curled one hand around 
the back of 


Sully’s neck. “It’s the fuel-addled brain that goes with it 
what drives me up the wall.” He kissed Sully again, harder. 
He couldn’t have been hurting too bad right now, the way 
he was acting. “You gonna make me sit in that thing again?” 
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Sully grinned. “Maybe so. You got a reason | shouldn't?” 


He had lots of plans for that sling, if he could figure out how 
to stay long 


enough to use it again. 


It was a relief to have someone else in the house, though 
Denny wasn’t going 


to say so. He was snuggled up on the couch, clean and 
dressed, surrounded by 


pillows. Sully had arranged the pillows so his body was 
cradled in softness. As 


much as he bitched about Sully’s fussing, the end results 
were welcome. 


Denny had a cup of real coffee in his hands, not the instant 
crap he’d been 


making lately. And he’d finished a huge breakfast of leftover 
fried chicken, hash browns, eggs and fruit salad—pretty 
much everything Sully could scrounge up 


in the kitchen. Cupboards were getting bare. He hadn’t been 
much in the mood 


for shopping. 


Sully was upstairs showering, and Denny was thinking 
maybe he could 


blow off his therapy for the day to stay home and touch 
Sully some more. That 


was therapeutic, right? Hell, he’d even have another go at 
that damn swing 


contraption of Sully’s and call that therapy. 


He was hurting now that he’d been up and about some, but 
a night of being 


propped up and fussed over had been good for him. This 
morning he'd felt 


better than he had since before the crash. 


“Hey, sugar.” Sully padded down the stairs, all dressed 
except for the boots 


he was Carrying in one hand. He came on around to the 
couch and sat on the 


edge of the coffee table to tug the boots on. “I gotta go out 
for a bit. You gonna be okay to make it to the doctor?” 


Denny’s happy fantasy about spending the day fucking and 
sucking and 


fingering went right out the window. He tried to man up and 
cover his 
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disappointment, but he couldn’t quite keep the snap out of 
his voice. “I was okay all this time. l'Il be fine today and I'll 
be fine after you leave.” 


He’d be damned if he was gonna ask where Sully was 
headed. If he wanted 


to waste their little bit of time together, that was fine. 
Denny didn’t own him. 


Sully shot him a look, but didn’t call him on his attitude for 
once. He just 


yanked on his other boot. “You're fine, all right,” he agreed, 
leaning over for a kiss. “And your fine ass better still be fine 


when | get back here.” 


Denny gave him the kiss he wanted. It was grudging, but he 
wasn’t going to 


pass up a kiss from Sully. “Didn’t hear you complaining 
about my ass last night. 


| think | can keep from breaking it for a few hours.” 


“Not complaining one damn bit,” Sully assured him with a 
sexy smirk that 


made Denny want to throw a pillow at him. He stole another 
kiss without 


waiting for Denny to give it up, then stood and patted his 
pockets. “lIl be back in a while. | expect you'll be out by 
then, but l'Il be here when you come home.” 


“Fine.” Denny sagged into his cozy little nest. He wanted to 
throw the damn 


pillows all over the floor in a temper. He was goddamn tired 
of being left behind. 


This was so fucking unfair. 


Sully gave him a look like he wanted to say something, but 
then he just 


shook his head. When he was gone, Denny went ahead and 
grabbed one of those 


pillows and threw it as hard as he could. Son of a bitch. He 
couldn’t even bring himself to say, “Don’t go,” for a 
goddamned morning. It was horrible how good 


he felt when Sully was around, how much he loved it when 
Sully took care of 


him. 


Now he had to get up. His eyes stung at the idea of going to 
physical 


therapy. He needed to go, like every day, but that wasn’t 
what he wanted to do. 


He wanted to do something nice for Sully, something that 
would say what he 
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couldn’t. Denny took a deep breath and sat up, swinging his 
feet over the side of the couch. 


He made it as far as the door, with the cab waiting, when he 
decided there 


was no fucking way he was going to PT today. He picked his 
way down the 


steps and into the cab. 


“Take me to the market,” he said, getting in carefully. He’d 
call and cancel 


his appointments. 


He had no idea how long Sully would be out, but he was 
going to do 


something nice for him, no matter how pissed he was right 
now. He’d learned 


over the last couple years that he’d do things he’d regret if 
he didn’t look past the end of his nose. 


The market was busy and bright, and it was hard to get 
around, but he’d 


brought a backpack to put things in and folks were real kind 
about giving hima 


hand. He liked the city they’d settled in, right in the middle 
of the racing circuit but not a racing town at all. It was a bit 
intellectual and more than a little on the liberal side, which 
was a far cry from the trailer parks where Denny grew up. 


While he was going through the indoor part of the market, 
he stopped to 


look at some pretty stuff: rings and necklaces and belt 
buckles. Sully did love belt buckles, the damn cowboy. There 
was a lot of “Pride” stuff there too, and Denny 


had this pang of wistfulness that surprised him. He wanted 
to be proud of what 


he had with Sully, but he couldn’t quite manage it. Sully 
would be better off with someone who was okay with it. 


He kept moving, stopping to pick up meat for the grill from 
the butcher, and 


then some candles and flowers. They never had those in the 
house, but he 


wanted some today. Good thing nobody he knew was going 
to catch him buying 


that kind of thing. 
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Denny survived the market and made it home in one piece. 
He still didn’t 


know where Sully was. He put everything away, arranged 
the flowers in a nice 


glass pitcher—Sully brought home all kinds of stuff when he 
went to visit his 


family—and then staggered to the couch. 


He was damn tired. He dug a water bottle and his pills out of 
the backpack 


and took as much as he could—more than usual, so he 
wouldn’t be in pain when 


Sully came back. 


Sully would come home and they would have a nice time 
together. For now, 


Denny was going to rest for a while. 


First place Sully went was an internet café downtown. Time 
was, he'd just 


have bought himself a coffee and a paper at the diner, but it 
wasn’t like that 


anymore. He got himself a latte—since he wasn’t gonna 
catch shit from anyone 


he knew for drinking it—and plunked himself down for a half 
hour on the 


internet. 


There were few options in the area. Factory work, which was 
a last resort, 


and truck drivers wanted, which wasn’t much better than 
what Sully was doing 


now. But he was licensed to drive an eighteen-wheeler, and 
he might get a short- 


run job. Then there was a racetrack two towns over. Close 
enough to drive. It 


didn’t say they were looking for someone, but most folks in 
the business didn’t 


outright advertise. They just mentioned and it got around. 


McAuley Track. Sully clicked on the About page. He 
remembered McAuley— 


not personally, but he knew who the guy was. “Boss” had a 
son, Jake Junior, 


who drove on the sprint car circuit when Sully was a boy. His 
wife had been a 


funny car driver back when women drivers were mostly a 
gimmick. McAuley 


Junior went into calling races and Boss McAuley must have 
retired to run a track. 
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The place had a go-cart track, a quarter-mile paved track, 
and a dirt bike 


course. Looked like they were busy too, with the schedule 
that was posted. There were a handful of articles online 
from the local paper that made it sound like the business 
was a big part of the community. Sully could work in a place 
like that. 


He’d repair go-carts and dirt bikes if he had to. He wasn’t 
proud. Not anymore. 


Hell, he’d sweep the track, if it kept him near Denny. He 
grabbed his coffee and his keys and signed off the 
computer. Early bird caught the worm. 


When he got there, he sat out in the sunshine, letting it soak 
into his skin 


while he watched the cars going around the main track. 
There were only a few 


out there, fancy little sports cars and stock cars that hadn’t 
ever seen a real race. 


Places like this stayed afloat thanks to driving enthusiasts, 
racecar collectors, folks with a hell of a lot more money than 
sense. Sully was damn lucky there 


were a lot of them out this way. Meant he might find himself 
a job. 


Tires squealed and a car slid sideways around a corner. Sully 
sighed. 


Goddamn idiot drivers. Denny drove smart. That had caught 
Sully’s attention 


almost as fast as Denny’s perfect ass. Almost. 


He headed toward the pits and stuck his head in. Good 
tools, at least. Lots of 


space. There were some folks puttering around. One guy, 
big like a damn bear, 


raised his head and looked Sully over. “You need 
something?” 


Sully nodded. “Yessir. l'm looking for a job.” 


“Doing?” The guy rested his arms on the car he was working 
on and stared 


Sully down. 


“Fixing anything that needs it.” Sully wasn’t gonna make the 
man think he 


was direct competition. Marshal, his jumpsuit read, when 
Sully got close enough. 


“Taking a break from the circuit. Thought I’d come by and 
see if there was some 


work here.” He offered the man his hand. “Sully Price.” 
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“Might be able to help you out. Marshal Bright.” Marshal 
shook his hand. 


“Should your name be familiar?” 


“Only if you follow two-bit racing outfits like Andy Mack and 
Harry 


Plummer,” Sully said. The man’s grip made him feel like he 
was seven again. 


“Then you might.” 


“I thought I’d seen your name before. | used to work with 
Harry until my 


wife put her foot down.” Marshal laughed at that. “You’re 
not going back out?” 


“Not for a bit, no,” Sully admitted. “lIl be here until next 
season, at least.” 


As he spoke, a car pulled into the garage, the thrum of its 
engine broken by a 


throaty rattle that could only mean someone had been 
fooling with it. Gorgeous 


car too, a Toyota with a pretty silver paint job over even 
prettier lines. 


“Aw, hell, no. | am not hearing what | think I’m hearing.” 
Another mechanic came shooting out from under a nearby 
car and glared at Marshal. “You deal 


with him.” 


“Now, Tanner,” Marshal said mildly. “You be nice to Mr. 
Burgess. It’s not 


his fault he can afford to wreck one car after another.” 


“He can do it on the track,” Tanner hissed. “What I can’t 
stand is him jacking 


up an engine | spent my dinner hour on last night.” 


“How’s your tolerance for pain-in-the-ass know-it-alls?” 
Marshal grinned at 


Sully. 


“Oh, excellent.” If Sully could handle Denny, he could 
handle anyone. 


“Problem drivers are my specialty.” 


“Great, then you deal with him.” Tanner flopped onto a 
creeper and shoved himself under the car he’d been 
working on. 


“Mr. Burgess just bought himself a nice mansion outside of 
town. Fifty acres, 


horses, you name it. | hear he’s got a couple yachts too.” 
Marshal sighed heavily as a tall man slithered out of the car 


and gave them a wave. “Unfortunately for 
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us, he also has a lot of cars, a lot of time, and not a lot of 
sense. Nice guy, though. 


Pays real good.” 


“| should leave you to it, then.” Sully stifled his laughter 
because the man 


was headed their way. He looked awful young to be that 
wealthy, but people 


made their money all kinds of ways. Damn good-looking guy 
too. Slim hips, 


broad shoulders, black hair, quirky grin. Sully put that 
thought aside lickety- 


split. 
“It’s you and me today, is it, Marshal?” 
“Unless Boss hires Sully here, it sure is.” 


“I see, low man on the totem pole gets stuck with the rich 
bastard.” The man 


offered Sully his hand. “Hi, I’m Jay.” 


“Nice to meet you, Jay.” Sully shook his hand. For a rich guy, 
he hada 


decent grip and a decent sense of humor. 


“Ah, he listens.” Jay tossed his keys at Marshal. “I can’t get 
anyone around 


here to call me anything but Mr. Burgess. I’m taking the 
Lotus around, Marshal. 


I’ve fucked up the Toyota.” With that, he was off toward the 
Stalls. 


“Be right there, Mr. Burgess,” Marshal called after him. “Go 
on past the desk 


and up the stairs, Sully. Boss is in the office. We can always 
use someone who’s not looking to move up in the world.” 


“I’m his man, then.” It did make Sully’s head ache to say the 
words. “I’m not 


going anywhere.” 


The things he did for Denny. It was worth it, though, if he 
could stay with 


his boy. He was not leaving Denny to his own damn devices 
again. 


At first, Denny thought he was dreaming that Sully was 
there. He struggled 


to wake up and opened his eyes to see Sully smiling at him. 
If that wasn’t the 
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best sight in the world, better than a checkered flag ora 
shiny trophy or a fat payout, he didn’t know what was. 


“Hey, there.” He leaned forward for a kiss from his man. 


“Hey, sugar.” Sully met him halfway and kissed him soft and 
sweet. 


“You came back.” Denny blinked sleepily. 


“Course | did.” Sully mouthed at Denny’s lips. “You doing 
okay?” 


“Yeah. Just decided to skip PT and all that crap today.” 
Denny slid an arm 


around Sully’s neck to keep him close. “Fucking tired of 
being tired.” 


It was hard to wake up when he’d been so soundly asleep. 
Last night had 


been a damn good sleep, and this morning was too. He was 
finally relaxed 


enough to sleep through. That was one of the most irritating 
things about this— 


the tireder he got and the more he hurt, the less he could 
really rest. 


He kissed Sully again, lazy and sweet, but Sully hesitated 
before returning it. 


“Feeling better now?” 


“Yeah, some.” He still wasn’t quite awake. 


“How come you didn’t go do that physical-therapy stuff 
today?” 


Denny could feel the defensiveness rising up in him, the 
urge to be a jackass 


about it. He caught sight of the flowers on the table and 
remembered why he’d 


Skipped his therapy. Sully. He didn’t want to admit what a 
damn girl he was 


being about Sully coming around for a couple days, but he 
did it anyway. 


“’Cause | wanted to be with you. | was gonna skip it anyway, 
and then you 


went and had stuff to do. So | went out and did some 
Shopping and shit. We can 


have a real dinner tonight, not some takeout. Y’know, since 
you can’t stay long, and | wanted us to have a nice time.” 


Sully was quiet for a minute or two, but he was smiling. He 
caught hold of 


Denny’s hand, tugging it toward him and nuzzling at 
Denny’s palm. “’S a damn 


good reason if | ever heard one. | ain’t going nowhere, 
though.” 
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“You what?” They could not afford for Sully to quit work just 
because things 


were hard on Denny. “We already been through this. My leg 
is way better. Once 


| get the pressure in it down, there’s one more operation to 
put it together.” 


“I’m staying,” Sully said mildly. “Found me a job at the track 
in Cooper Mill. 


Called Andy Mack and his boys, told ’em to give Bobby 
Dutch a call to replace 


me. You got some other man coming ‘round, you better tell 
him to go on ahead 


and stay home.” 


“| don’t got no one else, Sully.” For some reason, that hit 
Denny in the chest 


like a fist, taking all the happy out of the dawning realization 
that Sully wasn’t going away from him. He hated Sully even 
joking about him cheating, and hated 


himself for being so damn sensitive about it. 


Sully sat on the couch and scooped Denny into his lap 
before he could tense 


up or tell Sully to put him the hell down. He’d never had the 
nerve to pick him 


up like a baby before he got hurt. It was embarrassing how 
much it eased his 


hurts for Sully to hold him and pet him. 


“You didn’t hafta do that,” Denny said, trying to recover 
some of his pride. 


“You're better than working for them rich knobs over there.” 
It was hard to be 


dignified when he was cuddled in Sully’s lap and wanting 
nothing but to grab 


him and kiss him hard and say he loved him more than 
anything. 


It was the damn medication making him wobbly in the head. 


“Maybe.” Sully pressed kisses along his cheek. “But | wanna 
be here. And 


working for them rich knobs means | can be here, so that’s 
what I’m gonna do.” 


He nipped Denny’s earlobe and laughed. “Besides, pays 
pretty damn good too. 


Better than what Andy Mack was giving me.” 


Denny gave in and leaned against Sully, nuzzling into the 
curve of his neck. 


Sully smelled like warm skin and a hint of aftershave. God, 
but that smell turned him on like flicking a switch. 
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“C’mon upstairs with me,” Sully murmured, slipping his 
arms around 


Denny and heaving up to his feet. “I got some damn good 
ideas about how we 


can spend all this extra time.” 


Denny wasn’t gonna admit how much easier it was to just 
let Sully carry him 


up the stairs. 


Sully put him down on the edge of the bed. “Let’s get you 
out of them 


clothes...” 


Denny moved slowly, trying to ignore how achy and sticky 
and sore he was. 


Grocery shopping was surely not on the list of things he was 
allowed to do, and 


he was paying for it now, especially with sleeping funny on 
the couch. He made 


a face as he flicked away his shirt and wriggled out of his 
bottoms. 


When he looked up, Sully was coming back in, and he could 
hear the water 


running in the bathroom. 


“What're you doing?” Denny eyed him suspiciously. 


Sully laughed outright. “C’mon, sugar, don’t you trust me?” 
He stripped out 


of his clothes and then scooped Denny right up again. 


“Y'know, | got one good leg left, if you’d stop leaving my 
crutches all over 


the house.” Grouching kept him from purring like a kitten 
and trying to rub his 


naked body against Sully’s. God, but Sully was hot, so big 
and broad and tanned 


and freckled and fucking delicious. The sight of him made 
Denny want to lick 


him. 


“If you’d stop making me want to fuck you through the 
goddamn floor, | 


wouldn’t be leaving your crutches all over.” 


“Well, | ain’t doing that on purpose, jackass.” Denny cuffed 
Sully lightly. 


“Not my fault you got some crazy idea I’m good-looking.” 
“Not crazy,” Sully said, snorting. 
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Sully lowered Denny into the bathtub, slow and easy. Denny 
was always 


impressed by how strong Sully was. Now he could feel it for 
himself, Sully’s 


muscles working to hold him safe and close. Goddamn, but 
that did turn him on 


something fierce, the way Sully treated him like he was 
something special. 


“You wanna set your leg up there on the seat?” 


Denny propped his leg up safely on the bath seat, wrapped 
in a towel, and 


settled down in the hot, hot water with a hitch in his breath 
because it felt so damn good. “Thanks.” 


“No problem, sugar.” Sully petted Denny’s hair back with his 
wet hand, and 


leaned over the edge of the tub to kiss him. “I’m gonna go 
get your crutches.” 


“Okay.” Denny indulged himself in looking at Sully the way 
he always felt 


like doing, like Sully was the whole universe and the best 
thing in it, soaking up Sully’s beauty and letting himself feel 
smug that someone so gorgeous cared for 


him at all. 


Sully left the room, and Denny stretched out in the tub, a 
little overwhelmed 


by how damn good it felt in the hot water. He closed his 
eyes and let himself 


relax. Sully wasn’t going anywhere. It was hard not to feel 
like he’d screwed up, but at the same time, it made him 
damn happy. 


Sully loved him that much. It was hard to be miserable that 
it turned out this 


way when Denny compared it to how good it was to be 
loved like this. No 


matter what happened, it wasn’t so bad, in that light. 


Downstairs, Sully gathered up the crutches. On his way 
through the living 


room, he saw the candles and flowers, and he smiled. 
Denny bitched when Sully 


brought home shit like glass pitchers and candle holders 
and matching towels, 


but then he went and was just as bad. Things like that made 
the place feel like 
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home. Like they were a real couple. They weren’t so good at 
saying how they 


felt, but they were sure good at showing it. 


He gathered up a few of the candles. Maybe they’d come in 
handy, set the 


mood. 


He started thinking about some of the things he’d seen 
while he was 


shopping for the sling. Denny really liked that sling, even if 
he wouldn’t admit it. 


Sully couldn’t miss the way he’d got all noisy and stripped 
bare when they’d 


played like that. He had to be careful with Denny, what with 
him being skittish 


about just plain liking men in the first place. It was easy to 
forget sometimes, the sex being so good between them, 
that Denny still struggled with it. 


Sully thought on the matter a spell. He knew everything 
Denny liked and, 


maybe, while they were on something new with the sling 
that let them fuck in 


spite of Denny being hurt, he should get creative. Denny 
was so damn physical. 


Loved being touched, petted, cuddled, and on the other 
hand he loved it rough. 


Not just a little rough, either. Sometimes sex with Denny 
was like a fight with 


some fucking thrown in. It was never boring. 


Sully had gotten spoiled and lazy about sex. Time to put 
what he knew to 


work. If they couldn’t play rough, Sully could play wicked 
instead. 


Denny felt good after all the sleep he’d had in the last day 
and Sully being 


sweet to him and now a hot soak in the tub. He hummed as 
he washed himself 


off and rinsed his hair out. His foot was even a normal color, 
since he’d been on his back for a few hours, and he could 
actually see his ankle. That was a great 


sign. 


Sully came in a while later, sitting on the edge of the tub. 
“How’re you 


doing?” He looked Denny over, his smile saying he liked 
what he saw. 
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“Good.” Denny let his head loll on the back of the tub, limp 
and happy. 


“Look!” He wiggled his toes—and, damn, it hurt like hell—to 
show him how 


much better it was. 


Sully grinned. “You ready to get out or you wanna stay in 
here a while 


longer?” 


“I’m gonna turn into a prune, | stay here anymore.” Pity 
there wasn’t room 


for both of them. “I think I’m done for now.” 


“Good enough you ain’t gonna fuss when | put you in that 
sling again?” 


Sully teased, standing up and sliding his arms under 
Denny’s legs and around 


his back. 


Denny thought about that a minute. “I s’pose not,” he 
allowed. “Since you 


went to all the trouble.” Once he was in Sully’s arms, he 
kissed Sully on the 


mouth. “Guess you might as well make the most of being 
stuck here with me.” 


“Ain't like | don’t wanna be here, sugar.” Once they got 
Denny dried off, 


Sully carried him on into the bedroom, where a bunch of 
candles were lit up, 


giving the room a soft glow. 


“You're as bad as | am,” Denny accused, looking around the 
place while 


Sully settled him in the sling. He relaxed into the swing with 
a contented sigh, feeling his back grumble and pop into 
place. God, he felt so good. Warm and 


loved. Sully did ridiculous things to him. 


Sully grinned and trailed his hands over Denny’s thighs as 
he stepped 


between them. “Guess we deserve each other.” 


“Not sure | deserve you...” Denny could get to like this 
contraption. The 


leather was warm on his skin, and the smell of leather 
always reminded him of 


Sully anyway. So did being safe as houses. Denny sighed 
and shifted as Sully 


touched him, his dick already starting to perk up. 
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“I’m sure.” Sully slid his hands over Denny’s belly to his 
chest and leaned in 


for a kiss. When he pulled away, he had something soft in 
his hand, trailing it 


over Denny’s skin. A bandana. 


“What’s that for?” Denny was feeling too good to be 
immediately irritable at 


something being used out of place. 


“Had a couple ideas | thought you might like, but I’m 
thinking maybe it’ll be 


easier if | keep you nice and safe.” His tone was mild and 
easy, like it was all up to Denny. “Make sure you stay where 
you should.” 


“Since when did you get into this stuff?” Denny wasn’t 
saying no, to his 


complete surprise. He just wanted to know what the hell 
was up. 


Sully looked him over, his eyes hot and dark. “I’m into you.” 


Denny wasn’t sure he was Satisfied with that, but the look in 
Sully’s eyes was 


one he wouldn’t give up easily. Sully was older, wiser, and 
had done a hell of a lot more than Denny. He never made 
Denny hurt or scared, and, gay part aside, 


their sex life was as vanilla as a body could ask for. 


Denny took a breath. He was in this for the long haul and if 
Sully wanted to 


do some new stuff, he could deal with it. He could always 
say no after the fact. 


Nodding, he swallowed hard. “Just don’t make it so | can’t 
get out if | really have to.” 


Sully kissed him real soft. “I won’t hurt you, sugar. You tell 
me you're done 


and l'Il get you out.” 


Denny was being ridiculous. He drove a tin can around a 
racetrack so fast 


most folks would piss their pants. He could deal with this 
too. While his hands 


were still free, he ran them through Sully’s thick, red hair. 
“Go ahead,” he said, trying to ignore how it came out shaky. 
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“Okay, sugar. You just say the word.” Sully pulled one of 
Denny’s hands out 


of his hair and kissed the palm, then brought it up to the 
strap so Denny could 


take hold. 


Denny got himself comfortable and watched Sully tie him 
up. It was crazy, 


because he was scared of it, but it was turning him on at the 
same time, and he 


didn’t know why. One bandana went around each wrist and 
through a link in 


the chain. If he pulled hard enough, he’d be able to get 
himself untied. 


Once he was finished, Sully kissed him again, his hands 
Sliding up over 


Denny’s body, slow, touching everywhere he could reach. 
Touching had a whole 


new meaning when Denny couldn’t pull away or push Sully’s 
hands off him. 


Denny started to get hard, in spite of how part of his brain 
was having 


second thoughts about being tied up. He fell into Sully’s 
kisses, licking at his tongue and making needy noises. The 
kisses were slow, and Sully plucked and 


pinched at Denny’s nipples. 


Denny startled himself with a low, raw moan. He shuddered 
all the way 


through, his dick swelling. 


“Sully...” He wanted more, teeth or fingernails, anything to 
make it more 


intense. 


Sully cupped his cheek, making Denny face him. His other 
hand slid down 


to stroke Denny’s cock. Denny tugged on his bonds, but he 
didn’t get loose. 


Instead of scaring him, the discovery made him shudder and 
push up into 


Sully’s hand. 


There was a wet, plinking sound as Sully reached out to the 
shelf near the 


sling and picked something up. He kissed Denny again and 
then he was trailing 


something up the inside of Denny’s thigh, on his good leg. 
Gasping, Denny 


jerked and had to make himself stay real still. At this rate, 
he was bound to hurt 58 
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himself and that would ruin everything. It was ice on him, 
and it was cold and 


hot and painful and delicious. 


Sully moved away so Denny couldn’t kiss him anymore, but 
he didn’t go far. 


He stepped between Denny’s spread legs and slid the ice up 
the crease where his 


thigh met his body. Then he drew a thin line up the ridge of 
Denny’s cock with 


one edge of the ice. God, that was torture and pleasure all 
in one. He was too 


captivated by the look on Sully’s face to protest at first. 
He’d never seen quite that expression before, hot and 
turned on and wicked. 


The cold burned like hell when Sully slowed down. 
“Bastard,” Denny hissed. 


Sully’s smile quirked. He pulled the ice away and dropped to 
his knees and 


dragged his hot tongue on up Denny’s cock, where the ice 
had been. The heat 


after the cold made Denny moan and writhe against his 
bonds, trying to offer 


himself up to Sully. More was coming, more painful cold and 
soothing heat, and 


he wanted it. 


The next shock of cold pressed up behind his balls, rubbing 
there. He 


groaned and shuddered, pushing into it instead of pulling 
away. The burn was 


intense, and cold water trickled over his skin like a tease. 


“Fuck, Sully,” he whispered. He’d never imagined ice could 
feel so good. 


Just like last time, when Denny started to hiss because it 
was too much, Sully 


pulled the ice away and replaced it with his tongue. He 
didn’t stop there, 


though. He licked down, chasing those trails of water that 
trickled along Denny’s skin. 


Denny whimpered. It felt amazing, but he couldn’t believe 
Sully put his 


tongue there. 


He wanted to tell Sully he didn’t have to, he should stop, it 
wasn’t right, but 


Sully’s tongue felt so wild on him he couldn’t make the 
words. Oh, God. He was 
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going to lose his mind. He couldn’t move, he was tied up, 
and on top of all that, Sully’s tongue was fluttering against 
his ass, teasing around his hole. 


Then Sully’s tongue pushed in and slid out like he was 
fucking Denny with 


his tongue. Denny thought he was being pretty quiet until 
he realized that the 


distant sounds he heard were actually him moaning and 
panting Sully’s name. 


Eyes closed, head back, he surrendered to the fact that he 
wanted this so 


much, even if he’d never had it before. He couldn’t talk with 
his body, couldn’t stifle himself—he just let the words come. 


“God, Sully. Oh. Fuck. Sully, please. God, | don’t ever want 
anyone else. l... 


Please, Sully. l'II do anything. Don’t stop.” His body loved 
every minute of it, humming with pain and pleasure, his 
balls tight and his dick hard and wet. 


Denny shook with rushes of pleasure that left him flushed 
and shuddering, but it didn’t stop there. Sully kept tongue- 
fucking him, making his words turn into 


cries. 


Suddenly, he started to come, body taut and back arched. 
The first shot 


spattered his throat and jaw, and he kept coming, wailing 
Sully’s name and 


trying to get Sully’s tongue deeper into him. When Denny 
started to relax, Sully pulled away and pressed wet, open 
kisses all over Denny’s ass and balls. 


“Oh, God, oh, God,” was the only thing Denny could get out 
at first. Then he 


could inhale, a harsh gasp, and speak. “Sully, Sully, fuck 
me.” He was trembling from the release, and everything he 
said came out shaky. “Jesus, Sully, fuck me 


now. | wanna feel you in me, please.” It was like something 
had broke and 


couldn't get fixed until he felt Sully in him. “Sully, | need it.” 


Sully pressed his mouth against Denny’s thigh, muffling a 
moan. When he 


stood up, he slicked up his cock and slid right in. His face 
was flushed and his blue eyes were dark with need, but he 


was smiling, like he was proud of himself 

or maybe just happy. 
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“Like this, sugar?” he asked, his voice low and rough. 


“Yes. Oh. Yes, Sully.” Denny had forgotten that there was 
any such thing as 


pain, ever. His breath came in ragged gulps that were 
almost sobs, but he was 


soothed by Sully pushing into him. “I love you, Sully. More 
than anything. Ain’t no one but you, ever. | love how you 
fuck, Sully. Please, Sully.” Later, he’d want to hide from 
shame, the way he was talking, but right now he wanted 
Sully to 


know how it was for him. 


Sully growled wordlessly, grabbing hold of Denny’s hips to 
pull him into his 


next thrusts. His breath was already coming fast, shudders 
rippling through him 


like wind in a checkered flag. When he came, he shouted 
Denny’s name loud like 


he couldn’t hold it in no more. Sully was gorgeous, flushed 
and wild, his hair 


clinging to the sweat on his cheeks, his muscles standing 
out with tension. 


Denny jerked against the knots that kept him bound up, 
stunned by how 


good he felt. “God, Sully, like that. Yeah.” 


Sully slumped over, his forehead resting on Denny’s chest 
as he fought to 


catch his breath. He shuddered, gasping, like all that had 
affected him as much 


as it had Denny. 


Denny managed to tilt his head up enough to kiss Sully’s 
hair. He was 


anxious to kiss Sully and tell him how good this was, and to 
be comforted in 


return. 


Sully raised his head for a kiss, and then he stood up to start 
unwinding the 


bandanas. 


As soon as Denny’s arms were free, he was reaching for 
Sully. He wasn’t 


sure how he felt about what they’d done, as mind-blowingly 
hot as it had been. 


He was covered in come, his and Sully’s, and he’d gone to 
his limits. Now he 


wanted to come back. 
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Sully untied Denny from the sling and lifted him up. 
“C’mere, sugar.” He 


cuddled Denny up in his arms and nuzzled at his mouth. 
“Just got clean and 


there | went getting you messy again.” 


Denny wound his arms around Sully’s shoulders and hung 
on. Sully must 


have done all that before, or seen it or read about it or 
something, he realized. He butted his forehead against 
Sully’s cheek. “That stuff, you like it?” 


Sully carried Denny to bed and sat against the headboard 
without letting 


Denny down. “I...yeah. | do. And I like making you feel 
good.” He sounded like 


he was picking his words real careful. Denny ran his fingers 
through Sully’s hair, pushing it away from his forehead and 
tucking it behind his ears. 


“I think I like it some,” Denny confessed. “At least that part.” 


It felt as hard to say as admitting he wanted Sully in the first 
place. His 


fingers were unsteady, still tucking back hair he’d already 
put in place, over and over. Denny avoided this kind of thing 
like the plague if he ran across it on the internet or 
anything. He was a damn lousy boyfriend. He didn’t know 
about any 


of this stuff, and here Sully was, liking it. He couldn’t even 
figure why Sully was doing this now, except for one thing. 


“Sully, are you bored with me?” Denny wouldn’t blame him, 
but he just 


needed to know. 


Sully’s eyes widened, and he caught Denny’s mouth in a 
soft kiss. “Oh, 


sugar. You don’t gotta worry about that. Not one bit.” 


“Okay.” Denny swallowed hard to put his heart back in his 
chest right. He 


kissed Sully and got hold of himself. He could still feel 
Sully’s hands on his hips, and it felt so good. He exhaled, 
coming to terms with all of it. 


“That was really fucking good,” he admitted, hiding his face 
in the curve of 


Sully’s neck. “Yeah. If you wanna do it again...” 
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Sully petted along Denny’s spine with one hand, rubbing his 
cheek over the 


top of Denny’s head. “Yeah, sugar. | heard how good you 
were feeling, and | 


wanna make you feel like that again, however | can. That’s 
what it’s about, 


nothing else.” 


Denny was done feeling lousy, hurting, feeling sick about 
things, especially 


things that made him and Sully feel so good together. 
“Maybe you should go do 


some shopping again.” He took a deep breath and pulled 
away to look Sully in 


the eye. “You did good last time.” 
Sully smiled at him, sweet and pleased. “Maybe | should.” 
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The door closed behind Sully hard enough it bounced open 
again. Denny 


didn’t yell after him—he’d done enough yelling. He 
shouldered his bag and 


grabbed his crutches. He shouldn’t have been standing up 
without them but he’d 


forgotten in the heat of the moment. 


By the time he made it outside, Sully was in his truck, 
pulling out of their 


driveway. Denny’s driveway. The condo was in his name 
and, if things kept up, 


he’d be alone in it. He couldn’t even feel sorry about that. 
His right leg throbbed, so he managed to get himself over to 
the front steps as he watched Sully drive 


away. He caught a look at Sully’s handsome face, tight and 
angry and half- 


hidden by sunglasses, and at the toss of his dark red hair as 
he backed out and 


took off for work. Denny’s heart clenched up tight and his 
stomach felt sick. He wanted Sully to go. Better than him 
being stuck here. 


The air was clear, and the sky was high and blue. The wind 
was pulling at 


his too-long hair, tugging it around and yanking at his 
clothes. He could see all the way to where Sully’s black 
truck was turning the corner. Still, he felt like invisible walls 
were pushing in on him. 


He hugged himself to stop from breathing so hard, told 
himself to cut it the 


fuck out. He was worse than useless. He couldn’t drive or 
hardly walk. He 


looked like shit, getting old and flabby and ugly and not 
even twenty-five. He 


was a no-good kid from a nothing trailer park in the middle 
of nowhere. Only a 
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high school diploma and no hope of finding a job except 
mopping floors or 


serving fries. If Sully left him, he’d lose his house. 


His palms were slick, and something heavy was crushing his 
chest. Maybe it 


was a heart attack or a blood clot from his leg. He didn’t 
care. He wasn’t scared. 


He was just torn between wanting it to be real so he wasn’t 
crazy and wanting it in his head so he wouldn’t run up no 
more medical bills to worry Sully. If it 


killed him, it wouldn’t be such a bad thing. He could hope 
for that. 


His sight was blurred. A yellow blob that must have been his 
cab pulled up. 


He gulped in air and struggled to his feet. Physical therapy. 
He didn’t want to 


go. It was expensive, even with insurance. A waste. Sully 
didn’t see it like that, though. Until Sully smartened up and 
left, Denny had to drag himself in and go 


through the pain, because there was a chance he’d drive 
some day. 


He made it into the cab and tried not to shake. He wished 
life would hurry 


up and finish things. Used to be, there wasn’t nothing he 
couldn’t tackle. He 


remembered the exact moment he knew he was wrong, and 
he wished things 


had stopped right there. 


Sully was almost calm by the time he got over to the track. 
There wasn’t no 


such thing as leaving his troubles at home, but he couldn’t 
rightly walk into the garage and start slamming doors like 
he had when he left home this morning. 


Denny was getting pissier and pissier every day that went 
by. Things were 


hard on Denny, what with the crash and the pain, but he’d 
had the last surgery 


to fix his leg a couple weeks ago, and everything was 
supposed to be better after that. Sully didn’t understand 
what was wrong with Denny. They were in this 


damn boat together, but Denny kept rocking it so bad Sully 
was afraid it was 


gonna sink. 
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Sully tried to tuck the worry deep down inside while he put 
away the new 


shipment of spark plugs just come in, but it kept building 
back up. Every box 


that went up on the shelf came with another thought about 
what was wrong. 


Denny was mad as hell. Therapy hurt him, but he couldn’t 
give it up. It was 


killing him not to have the racing career he’d had going 
before the crash. 


Therapy’d get him up there, but in the meanwhile, Denny 
was like an engine 


about to overheat, all the time. 


Sully wasn’t so sure about wanting Denny to drive again. 
That killed him to 


admit, even to himself. Racing was everything to Denny, but 
it meant them 


staying in the closet. 


Denny had a hard time dealing with being gay, with people 
knowing, but 


Sully hated that he couldn’t tell the guys at work a damn 
thing about his life, and he hated not being able to call 
Denny up anytime to see if he was okay. Wasn’t 


right he couldn’t call Denny up like Marshal called up his 
wife, or take an 


afternoon off like Tanner did when his girl’s car broke down 
in the middle of 


nowhere. Couldn’t without ruining things for Denny. 
“You need some help with all that?” 


Sully turned around to see Jay Burgess hanging over the 
counter, grinning at 


him. “Sure thing, if you didn’t come to tell me you done 
banged up another one 


of my cars.” 


“Oh, ho!” Jay laughed, swinging himself up over the counter 
to land beside 


him. Sully remembered when Denny had been graceful like 
that, smooth like a 


goddamn cat. “ Your cars, huh?” 


“Damn right, those’re my cars.” Sully let go of his worries, 
just for a little 


while. “If they were your cars, you’d damn sure take better 
care of ’em.” 
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“I take excellent care of them,” Jay said loftily as he swiped 
the box cutter 


from Sully’s hand. “I bring them to the best mechanic in 
town. Now, how do you 


work this thing?” He turned it end over end, frowning. 


Sully was struck dumb for a moment, unable to grasp how 
you explained a 


box cutter. He was going to say something, anything, when 
Jay cackled at him and bounded off to slash open a shipping 
box of filters. 


“Should have had my phone out for that one,” Jay chortled. 
He closed the 


box cutter and tossed it at Sully. “Your face was priceless.” 


“They warned me you were a pain in the ass.” Sully finally 
gave in to 


laughter of his own. It felt good; he couldn’t remember 
when he’d laughed last. 


“I think they were selling you short.” 


“Hey, | made you laugh.” Jay puzzled at the filters he was 
pulling out, then 


located the correct shelf. “Can’t say | don’t do what | set out 
to do.” He put a few boxes up. “Well, aside from making it 
fifty laps with all the parts still on my car.” 


“Twenty-seven,” Sully said. His cheeks were hot, not from 
being caught off- 


guard by the joke but because his mood was showing 
through more than he’d 


realized. He grabbed the next set of spark plugs. 
“Twenty-seven?” 


“How many laps you’ve made it around without losing a 
part.” Not that 


Sully was counting. 
“I'd like to see how many you can do,” Jay muttered. 


“Damn sight more than twenty-seven.” Sully was sure of 
that. He wasn’t 


Denny but he could drive well enough to go thirty laps 
without dinging up a car. 


Jay wasn’t Denny either. The difference between him and 
Jay was that Jay didn’t 


know—or didn’t care—that he wasn’t Denny. Jay could afford 
to fix what he 


broke. 


“Fine, you drive, l'Il fix the cars.” Jay shot him an impish 
look. 
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“Oh, no.” Sully shook his finger at Jay. “You know the rules.” 
If Jay was 


going to mess with the cars, he was on his own. Jay had 
tested him once 


already—and run out of cars to drive before Sully had run 
out of resolve that he wasn’t going to fix any car Jay was 
going to meddle with. “I’m only taking you 


back one time.” 


“Yo, coffee run!” Tanner came up from out front. “Anyone 
got an order?” 


There was a coffee maker in the kitchen but no one could 
stand the tar Boss 


made. 


“Yeah, large with cream and a breakfast sandwich with 
bacon.” Sully hadn’t 


stuck around to eat this morning. 


“Same coffee for me, and one of those chocolate things with 
the walnuts,” 


Jay said. He handed some money to Tanner. “That should 
cover everything.” 


“Thanks, Mr. Burg—Jay. Back in a few.” Tanner went out the 
front door, 


making the bell chime. 


Sully tried to push the cloud from this morning out of his 
head again and 


picked up some more boxes to shelve. 


“Missed your morning coffee, did you?” Jay hopped up to sit 
on the counter 


instead of putting filters away. “I knew something was off.” 


“Just the caffeine fix.” Sully couldn’t say more but it felt 
good that someone 


gave a damn enough to notice. 


“Because | like you, l'Il wait until you’re done with your 
coffee to take out 


the Mustang.” Jay sprawled out on the counter with his head 
on the cash 


register. 
“Mustang?” Sully didn’t remember a Mustang. 


“An original Rent-a-Racer.” When Sully turned around, Jay 
gave hima 


wicked grin. “GT 350-H. Are you sure you want to keep that 
deal?” 
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“Yep.” Sully wasn’t going to budge on that one. “But you still 
owe me for 


touching the suspension on the Lotus.” 


“Damn.” Jay rolled off the counter with a disgruntled noise. 
“You win. Come 


find me when there's coffee.” 


Sully couldn’t help laughing at Jay as he went back to work. 
He was a good 


guy, if a little feckless. Sully could forgive him a lot in return 
for making him laugh once in a while. 


Denny was real quiet at dinner, like usual. Just the act of 
living seemed to 


wear him down these days. In the mornings, he was pissy 
and raring to fight 


something, anything. It was hard to decide what was worse. 
Denny was getting 


to be a real good cook, made a nice dinner, but he shrugged 
it off when Sully 


tried to compliment him. 


He fell asleep while they were watching TV, and Sully 
decided to wake him 


instead of taking his chances with the fallout of carrying him 
to bed. In their 


bedroom, where they didn’t do much but sleep the last few 
weeks, Denny 


Stripped with his back to Sully. He didn’t lounge around 
naked like he used to 


before, waiting for Sully to pounce on him. 


Seeing him in the altogether had become something of a 
treat lately. The 


crash had left Denny scarred and he was out of shape, but it 
only made Sully 


love him more. He wasn’t with Denny for his looks, he was 
with Denny for the 


rest of his life, if he was lucky. He was ready for some more 
luck to come his 


way. He slipped up behind Denny and stroked his hands 
down Denny’s back, 


from his shoulders all the way to his hips. 


“Hey, sugar,” he murmured, pressing his lips against the 
nape of Denny’s 


neck. Nothing could keep him from getting hot and bothered 
over Denny. 
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Denny tensed right up like Sully’s hands were made of ice. 
“I need to put 


these in the laundry,” he said. He had an armful of clothes 
that he was holding 


against himself like a shield. 


Even for Denny, that was a goddamn lame excuse. Still, 
Sully sighed and let 


him go. “Okay, Sugar.” 


“Go on to bed.” Denny wasn’t supposed to be walking 
around, but he 


ignored that in favor of hobbling, leaning on furniture, if he 
could get away with it. 


Sully tried one more time. “Sure you don’t wanna come with 
me?” Denny’d 


been pushing him away so much lately it was starting to 
worry him. 


“Hell, yes, I’m sure.” Denny tossed his hair out of his face 
hard enough he 


almost lost his balance. “I’m not in the mood for charity.” 
“What the hell d’you mean, charity?” 


“Y'don’t have to touch me.” Denny made it over to the 
laundry basket and 


threw his clothes in. 


“What the hell are you on about, Denny Clay?” Sully stood 
beside the bed, 


watching him move. He was damn confused and getting 
pissed off. “Who gives 


a shit about ‘have to’? What if | want to touch you? You ain’t 
let me near your ass in weeks.” 


“That’s mostly ’cause | can’t figure why you’d want it,” 
Denny shot back. He 


glared at Sully again and let go of the dresser, heading for 
the bed. “I know how | look, Sully, an’ | know | ain’t good for 
much. Last thing | need is a pity fuck and you tellin’ me I’m 
pretty and shit when it’s all a lie. | got my pride.” 


Sully sat down hard, the bed bouncing under his weight. 
He’d have liked to 


wring Denny’s goddamn neck, but when Denny came close 
enough to the bed, 


instinct took over. He grabbed hold of him and pulled him in. 
Denny wasn’t tiny, 70 
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but Sully was used to tossing tires around the pit and 
building cars from scratch. 


Compared to that, he was easy to move. 


When he wrangled Denny over his lap, it was face down and 
ass up, and the 


first crack of his hand hit before Denny could start to pull 
away. “The truth? | haven’t lied to you yet,” Sully growled, 
bringing his hand down again. 


“Goddamn, pity fuck, my ass.” 


Denny fought him hard, swearing and writhing, but he didn’t 
say no, and he 


didn’t tell Sully to stop. After a few smacks, he flailed less 
and his cursing faded into gasps like he was on the verge of 


crying. 


When he breathed, “Sully, no more,” Sully could hardly hear 
it the first time. 


Sully pulled him up and flipped him over onto the bed. He 
got a hand in 


Denny’s hair and made Denny look at him. 


Denny’s eyes were huge, his cheeks flushed, and his breath 
was ragged. He 


threw his arms around Sully’s neck and kissed him so hard 
he made his own lip 


bleed, catching it between their teeth. 


Sully hadn’t expected that, not one bit, but he hadn’t 
expected to be spanking 


Denny’s ass ’til it glowed either. He kissed his boy hard and 
got his free hand 


around Denny’s rock-hard dick. Denny moaned into Sully’s 
mouth and stroked 


Sully’s hair and face and shoulders like he was trying to 
touch everything at 


once. 


“Sully.” Denny finally managed to stop kissing him long 
enough to talk. 


“Sully, fuck me.” His voice broke when he said it, like he was 
still scared it was a pity fuck, like he’d said. 


Sully let go of Denny’s dick, squeezed lube from the pump 
on the bedside 


table, and slid his hand between Denny's legs to circle his 
hole. “Like this, 


sugar?” 
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“Yeah.” Denny wrapped his arms around Sully again and 
buried his face in 


the curve of Sully’s neck, trembling. “Sully, please.” 


Sully got him ready with quick, practiced movements, and 
then lifted 


Denny’s hips up so he could slide in. “I gotcha, sugar,” he 
purred. “C’mon, all 


the way.” 


“Oh, God.” Denny’s nails dug into Sully’s shoulders but he 
exhaled slow and 


let Sully in. 


Once he gave it up to Sully, he gave it all up. Sully didn’t 
wait. He rocked his hips, pushing his cock into Denny and 
making him moan over and over again. 


Goddamn, he loved the noises Denny made. Denny’s breath 
went out of him 


with a groan every time Sully sank into him. 


“Sully, Sully, fuck, please.” The words were muffled against 
Sully’s neck. 


Already, Sully was getting close. It’d been so long since 
Denny’d let Sully 


touch him like this. Denny’s legs were locked tight around 
Sully’s waist and he 


arched, pulling Sully deep into him and letting his head fall 
back. His gold eyes were still wide, fixed on Sully like he was 
the only person in the world. 


“Sully...” When it came to fucking, Sully was the only person 
in the world— 


Denny’s first, the only one he trusted. Sully didn’t forget 
that. 


Sully stroked Denny’s hair away from his face and leaned 
over him, kissing 


him hot and deep and hard. “C’mon, sugar,” he growled, 
biting at Denny’s lips. 


“Wanna feel you come for me.” 


Denny slid a hand between them to stroke his dick. He 
didn’t take his eyes 


off of Sully as he jerked off, riding Sully’s cock and moaning. 
Sully could see the shift in Denny’s face when he passed 
that point of no return, and then he started to shake, his 
body clenching. 


“Sully. Hard.” Denny’s voice was thin and pleading. The next 
time Sully 


thrust into him, his back arched and he wailed, come 
spattering up his chest. 
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Sully didn’t last after that. Denny was so damn tight and 
hot. Sully fucked 


him hard and fast and came with a raw shout. 


He slumped over Denny, fighting to catch his breath. Denny 
was limp under 


him, still trembling with pleasure. He rolled them over again, 
careful of Denny’s bad leg, and settled with Denny curled up 
on his chest. 


Sully stroked Denny’s hair and murmured, “That was damn 
good, so don’t 


you give me no shit about pity fucks, sugar, or I’m gonna 
put you over my knee 


again.” 


There was quiet and then Denny nodded. “Fair enough.” He 
breathed in 


deep and let it out, ragged and sore. “I’m sorry, Sully. "Bout 
everything.” 


“It’s okay, sugar,” Sully said. “It’s okay. Just don’t do it 
again. You know 


damn well how much | want you.” 


“Okay.” Denny didn’t sound anything but wore out. He was 
limp on Sully’s 


chest, fucked and exhausted, where he belonged and how 
he should be for 


bedtime. 


The next morning was better than any other morning they’d 
had in weeks. 


They were both in a good mood. Sully cuddled Denny and 
kissed him while they 


were making breakfast, teased him real gentle about liking 
having his ass 


smacked. Denny had to laugh. He even allowed that if he 
happened to get up to 


no good again, Sully could tan his hide. Sully was smiling 
when he left. 


Denny was supposed to go to physical therapy again, like 
every damn day. 


One day off wasn’t going to hurt him, though. There was no 
way he could drive 


out to the track to see Sully, but there was always the bus 
that went between 


towns. As emasculating as it was, Denny had to get around 
somehow. The bus 


wasn’t uncomfortable. The seats were upholstered, it was 
almost empty, and it 
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was air-conditioned. Denny took up two seats with his leg 
propped up. He told 


himself that he’d just go out and have a look at the track. 
He’d see Sully while he was there, and get himself in 
trouble, but he didn’t care. Sully was going to be happy to 
see him. 


In Cooper Mill, he hopped a city bus out to the track. As he 
was hobbling off 


the bus, the driver rattled off a list of times when the bus 
would be back by. 


Denny kind of shrugged it off—he would catch a ride home 
with Sully. 


On days like this, all the garage doors were up. Denny could 
hear laughter, 


machinery, engines. And he could hear Sully’s voice, 
shouting good-naturedly at 


someone. Denny couldn’t make out the words, but he knew 
the tone. Hell, it'd 


been directed at him often enough. He stopped at the open 
doors of the repair 


bay, looking in. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust to 
the shadows inside. 


Sure enough, there was Sully and, for a second, Denny 
thought his heart was 


going to swell too big for his chest. Then he got a second 
look at the scene. Sully was working on some flashy car, 
laughing at some slim, good-looking guy ina 


driving suit. The guy leaned over to say something in Sully’s 
ear, and Sully 


laughed harder, poking at him with a spanner. 


If Denny hadn’t been on crutches, he wasn’t sure he’d have 
been able to keep 


standing. He wanted to run. He made it back to the bus stop 
and sat there on the bench, head in his hands, trying not to 
Shake. 


The two good things about needing to take the bus so far 
were that Denny 


couldn’t drive his car into something stationary, and he had 
time to think about what was going on. Forehead pressed to 
the cold window of the bus, he cooled 


off inside and out. 


How could he blame Sully for being interested in someone 
else? Hell, it 


wasn’t like Denny’d been doing him any favors lately. Sully 
hadn’t left him yet. 
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He sure had seemed interested in Denny last night. Maybe it 
wasn’t too late to fix this. 


Denny took a deep breath. He’d go home, he wouldn’t say 
anything about 


today, he’d make them a nice dinner, and then he’d take 
Sully upstairs and 


remind him why they were together. They’d even use that 
swing Sully’d brought 


home. He could do this. They’d be okay. 


Denny’s calm lasted right up until eight in the p.m., when it 
finally broke. 


Dinner was cold. Sully was missing. And Denny was the 
biggest fool that ever 


was. He hauled his ass upstairs to the spare bedroom and 
pulled out the biggest 


suitcase. He dragged it to their bedroom, opened it up and 
threw it on the floor. 


It took one trip from the closet to the suitcase for him to 
tangle himself up 


with his crutches and the clothes. He threw the crutches out 
into the hall. Fuck those things. He started grabbing Sully’s 
things, pulling them off the hangers, 


and throwing them at the suitcase. 


He could hardly breathe. His eyes were blurry, and he kept 
having to wipe 


them to see what he was doing. Part of him was starting to 
panic, but the rest of him was too angry, overriding it with 
betrayal and outrage. The worst was, 


underneath, he was relieved. This was better for Sully. 


Denny wouldn’t be throwing his damn things all over the 
floor, pretending 


he wasn’t crying, if he didn’t love Sully. Somehow, when the 
first suitcase was 


full, he managed to drag it to the top of the stairs and shove 
it on down. 


Leaning on the wall, he made it to the spare room again, 
grabbed another 


suitcase, and went back to clearing Sully out of his life. It 
was about half full when feet thundered on the stairs. Good. 


Denny was on his way to being done 


and then Sully could clear out. Fast. Like ripping off a 
bandage. 


“What the hell?” Sully stared at the mess like what he was 
seeing didn’t 


make a damn bit of sense. 
www.samhainpublishing.com 
75 

Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 


“| could ask you the same thing.” Denny opened a drawer, 
pulled out neatly 


stacked T-shirts, and slammed them into the suitcase. “Only 
| think | figured it out fine. You can too.” 


“What is it you figured out?” Sully demanded, stalking over 
to try and grab 


the next stack of shirts out of Denny’s hands. “’Cause | sure 
as hell don’t know what | did to make you pack my shit up 
and throw me out.” 


“Not just what you did. It’s for your own good.” Denny 
stepped out of 


reach, forgetting that both feet didn’t work. He had to drop 
the shirts and grab the dresser to stay upright. “I went out 
to the track.” It hurt to get on the floor to grab the shirts 
again. “Saw you out there. Bein’ happy.” 


“That’s a damn crime?” Sully dragged him up to his feet by 
both shoulders. 


Denny hated being smaller than Sully. “I like my job, sure.” 


“I saw you, out there, bein’ happy, talkin’ to some guy like 
you used to talk 


to me.” Denny tried to pull loose. “I know what you like, 
Sully. | ain’t that 


anymore. You gotta stop makin’ like it ain’t so.” He was 
damn well not going to 


cry about it. “Admit it and go. This ain’t right for neither of 
us.” 


“You saw me talking to some guy.” Sully’s voice turned real 
sharp, tight. 


“And then | goddamn well left work early and drove on over 
to Alexander, 


picked up some toys | thought you might like, got stuck in 
traffic on the 


interstate on my way home.” 
“You what?” 


“Bought a goddamn paddle, so’s | can paddle your ass when 
you're being 


fucking stupid,” Sully said, pulling Denny up against him. 
“And | gotta say, I’m thinkin’ real hard about using it right 
now.” 


“I’m not being stupid.” Denny figured Sully didn’t know what 
was good for 


him. “I ain’t seen you laugh like that in a long time, Sully. | 
was hoping you were with him, if he was making you laugh 
good again.” 
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Sully made a pained sound, and then he kissed Denny on 
the mouth, soft 


and slow. Didn’t seem like he was angry no more. 


Denny didn’t want to give up Sully’s kisses. It was purely 
selfish, but those 


were his kisses, the only ones he wanted. All his angry 
disappeared in a wave of how much he needed Sully and 
how sorry he was for that. He opened right up to 


Sully’s kisses with a soft moan. 


“| don’t want anyone else, sugar,” Sully whispered against 
Denny’s mouth. 


“I don’t wanna be with him, whoever you saw me with. | 
don’t want anybody 


but you.” 


“I’m not me, Sully.” Denny held on to Sully’s shirt for 
support. “Not like | 


was. You know | don’t want nobody else. | can’t imagine 
doing with anybody 


what | do with you.” 


“You don’t gotta look for nobody else to do it with,” Sully 
said, petting 


Denny’s hair away from his face with one hand. “I’m not 
going anywhere. You 


kick me out, I’m just gonna keep coming back.” 


Denny wasn’t decided yet on whether he was going to kick 
Sully out, but he 


wasn’t doing it right this minute. Right now, all he had was 

wanting Sully as bad as he’d wanted him the very first time, 
like he couldn’t breathe if he didn’t kiss Sully. Just like then, 
he kissed Sully with a noise like it was breaking him to do it. 


Sully answered the kiss, smooth and hot like he wasn’t even 
Surprised by it. 


“You're the same strong, stubborn son of a bitch | fell in love 
with, sugar.” Sully gave him kisses in between words and 
phrases, like that’d help him understand. 


“I didn’t fall in love with you ’cause your legs are pretty or 
"cause you drive real good. | don’t give a damn if you never 
go back to racing. | wanna be here, with 


” 


you. 


Denny was stamping down the need to cry so hard he 
couldn’t think to wrap 


his head around that. He couldn’t even walk away to pull 
himself together in 
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private. It was all he could do to keep standing; he was 
starting to shake from 


being off his crutches too long. 
“Sully...” 


He didn’t know how to ask for help. He tried to kiss Sully 
again, but Sully 


must’ve seen the shaking, because he scooped him up in 
his arms and carried 


him over to the bed. When Sully laid him down, he crawled 
up over him and 


kissed him again. Denny hurt all the way to his bones and 
his dick was hard and 


he didn’t care about any of it. 


All that mattered was Sully. The stuff he and Sully did 
together, Sully’d done 


with other people. Denny was never in his life gonna find 
another person he'd let do those things to him: hang him up 
in leather, spread him open and tongue him 


there, spank him...and, God, there had been something so 
good about that. 


Denny was used to getting beat, but Sully hit him a whole 
other way that made 


him so hard and needy. 


“You gonna tan my hide for throwin’ your shit around?” 
Denny was reckless 


with the fear that it was still best for Sully to go, and the 
idea made him squirm, wanting it. He didn’t want to miss 
out if he wasn’t going to have another chance. 


Besides, he’d sure as hell earned it. 


Sully slid his hand up under Denny’s ass and kneaded. “| 
ought to. You go 


ahead and get outta them clothes, and l'Il make your ass 
glow.” 


Denny never in his life asked for a beating, no matter what 
his daddy said 


when he’d hit him, but the minute Sully said yes, his hands 
were fumbling with 


the fly of his pants. It was like he’d lost his mind, but he’d 
been fucking insane getting together with Sully in the first 
place. God, Sully. Denny watched him 


stand, and his dick twitched just from looking at all that 
sleek muscle under 


freckled skin, and that red hair falling into Sully’s blue eyes. 
Denny didn’t 


deserve anything like that, ever. 
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Sully went thudding down the stairs and came back just as 
fast, like he was 


worried Denny’d change his mind if he took too long. In his 
hand, Sully had a 


big brown paper bag, the kind with the fancy wound-up 
handles. He put the bag 


on the floor and pulled out a great big pillow. Leastwise, it 
looked like a pillow, excepting it was shaped like a wedge. 


He ripped the clear wrapping off it and dropped it on the 
bed beside Denny. 


“You go on and roll up there on your belly,” he said. “lIl take 
good care of you.” 


For a minute, Denny was scared, the same scared he was 
when he was on his 


own with no Sully: damaged and weak and worthless. He 
wanted this, though, 


and couldn’t say why. He loved the hurt Sully gave him, the 
hurt in the body, 


not in the heart. 


Part of him wanted to prove to Sully that he wasn’t weak, 
too, that he could 


take it, that he could do the things that Sully’d done with 
other people and like it just as good. He rolled over like he 
was told, ass in the air and chest cradled on the firm pillow. 


The bed dipped as Sully sat beside him, and then he was 
stroking Denny’s 


back from the nape of his neck all the way to his tailbone. 
Sully’s fingers slipped between the cheeks of his ass, 
teasing-like. It made Denny whine when Sully 


touched him where he was still feeling it from their sex last 
night. 


“It’s okay, sugar. You tell me when you’re done and I'll 
stop,” Sully said, as 


his hand came down with a crack. Denny was ready for the 
smack, but not for 


the way it made him moan. He wasn’t ready for it to feel 
good that way, 


nevermind that he’d felt it once before. 
“I know,” Denny made himself say, so Sully knew he heard. 


A few more smacks, and then it was something harder, 
something firmer 


than Sully’s hand. Sully’s mouth was there, kissing and 
licking before the next 
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round of hard slaps. The sting went through him like 
lightning and, before he 


could stop himself, he was begging, “Sully, more.” 


He hadn’t had enough of this hurting. This wasn’t the 
hurting of his leg or 


his heart, this was something else. This was clean, like being 
washed in water so cold it felt like fire. 


The blows rained down after that, over his ass cheeks and 
the backs of his 


thighs. Sully would pet him some, between waves of 
smacks, but mostly he was 


quiet, giving Denny what he was begging for. 


Denny didn’t cry out from the pain. He begged for more of 
it, until he was 


burning, until he was gonna bruise, until he had reason for 

the tears he couldn’t quite let himself cry in front of Sully. It 
was so good. His dick was dripping, and he panted, arching 
into the blows like they were air and his skin could breathe. 


“Enough,” Sully finally said, and the paddle dropped onto 
the bedside table 


with a clatter. It was long and narrow like a ruler, with a loop 
on the end where Sully’d put it around his wrist. 


Sully’s hands were rubbing over Denny’s burning skin, 
spreading him open 


over and over again, thumbs tracing along the crease. There 
wasn’t no warning 


before something softer, wetter than Sully’s thumbs was 
tracing that same path, 


licking at him, and Denny could hear Sully moan while he 
did it. A shudder 


made his muscles clench when Sully’s tongue touched him. 
It felt like he was 


gonna shoot right there. He held on, hands clutching the 
pillow under him until 


they hurt, shaking and making crazy noises deep in his 
chest every time Sully’s 


tongue touched him. 


“Sully, Sully, Sully...” Denny rocked, babbling, trying to get 
more. “Sully, 


fuck me. Please, please...fuck.” 
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Sully groaned and knelt up, one hand tight on Denny’s hip. 
When Sully 


pressed close, leaning over for the lube, his dick was 
already out of his pants, hard and hot sliding along the 
crease of Denny’s ass. 


Denny didn’t give a damn about lube or getting ready. Now. 
Right now. 


Nothing else mattered. 


Sully must’ve agreed, because he just slicked up his cock 
and started to push 


right in. He went slow, real slow, but his hands were so tight 
on Denny’s hips, 


Denny could feel the bruises that were gonna rise there 
later. 


Denny pushed into it, rolling his hips, mouth slack, his eyes 
staring at 


nothing. It burned, even with him relaxing as best he knew. 
The pain made his 


dick swell, made his balls heavy with it. He shoved back 
until his ass was pushed up against Sully’s hips and then he 
clenched down hard, wishing he could make 


Sully want him as much as he wanted Sully. 


“Fuck me.” He could hardly breathe for wanting it. “Sully, 
please.” 


Sully moaned, loud, and started to move. He leaned over 
Denny, kissing up 


his spine and biting at the nape of his neck. “You are so 
fucking hot, sugar,” he growled. “Goddamn, the way you 


just let me right in...” 


Whining, Denny got his hands under him to lift up his 
Shoulders and rock 


back to take Sully’s cock. “I want it. | want it, Sully,” he 
whimpered. “Sully.” He ducked his head, pushing up into 
Sully’s bites, giving himself up. 


One of Sully’s big arms wrapped around him, pulling him in 
against his 


chest while he took their weight on his other arm. Suddenly, 
Denny didn’t even 


have to hold himself up. Sully was strong and held him 
close, tight and safe. His mouth was still moving over 
Denny’s neck, over his shoulders, leaving hot kisses and 
hotter bites in its wake. 


“I want you, sugar.” Sully held him like he wasn’t gonna let 
go even fora 


second, and he fucked him hard until Denny couldn’t 
breathe for needing to 
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come. Denny couldn’t talk but Sully knew. “Nobody else 
ever felt as good as you 


do.” 


It was the words that made Denny cry out Sully’s name. He 
couldn’t hardly 


breathe, couldn’t move like this; Sully was filling him up 
until there was no room for anything else, holding him so 
tight. All he could do now was make 


incoherent noises as he ground his so-tender ass into Sully 
while Sully stroked 


his throbbing cock, over and over. 


He came suddenly, crying out like it hurt, clutching at the 
sheets like he was 


going to fly apart if he didn’t hold on. 


After, Sully petted and stroked Denny. He didn’t want to stop 
touching. “I 


don’t want to be with anybody else, sugar,” he murmured, 
kissing over Denny’s 


shoulders. “I want you. | saw the dinner you made. I’m sorry 
| missed it. Next 


time, I'll call before | leave the track, so’s you'll know what’s 
going on.” 


Denny wound a shaky hand in Sully’s hair to hold on to him. 
“You don’t 


have to do that, Sully. | don’t want to put a leash on you or 
nothing. | just wanna be good for you. It should be me 
bangin’ up my damn car and makin’ you laugh, 


anyhow.” 


Sully tossed the wedge off the bed and laid him down real 
careful. God, he’d 


depended so much on Denny being indestructible. Loving 
Sully hurt him real 


bad—Sully had watched him struggle for years—but he 
always seemed to pull it 


together. Sully leaned over Denny, sheltering him as best he 
could, and kissed 


his flushed cheeks. 


“It'll be you again.” Sully came home almost two months 
ago and already 


Denny was doing better just since then. “And you don’t need 
no damn car to 


make me laugh or make me happy. I’m gonna call from now 
on, sugar. Not 


‘cause I’m on a leash but because | want to. | want to hear 
your voice.” He could 82 
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damn well call once he got in the truck. “Every day when 
I’m on the way home. 


It’s what folks do.” 


“Okay.” Denny sounded like he was trying to believe him. He 
shifted, and 


his breath caught like it did when he was really hurting. His 
crutches had been 


out in the hall—God knew how long he’d been without them. 
Sully was a 


goddamn jackass. He should be the one hurting over this, 
not Denny. 


“You just give me a minute. I’m gonna get you some water 
and your pain 


pills.” 


When Sully came through the door, Denny was sitting with 
his back to the 


pillows, the covers pulled up to his chest, arms wrapped 
around his knees. He 


was holding on to himself so tight his knuckles were white, 
and his breath was 


coming fast and shallow through his nose. His jaw was 
clenched up tight, and 


his pale lips were pressed together in a thin line. He was 
looking out the 


window, through a gap in the drapes, like he was 
somewhere else. 


“Hey...” Sully sat on the edge of the bed. He put the water 
and the pill bottle 


on the table and reached out to cup Denny’s face in his 
hands, turning Denny to 


face him. “Hey, sugar. You okay?” He didn’t look okay at all. 


“I’m fine.” Denny seemed startled by the touch, like he 
didn’t see or hear 


Sully come in. “I just... just got a pain.” He rubbed at his 
chest with his right hand. He gave Sully a thin smile, trying 
to cover up even while his voice was 


tight like he was going to cry. “You don’t need more worryin’ 
over me.” 


“Take your medicine, sugar, see if it helps.” Once Denny’d 
taken a pill, Sully 


put the glass down and crawled up to wrap himself around 
Denny, pulling him 


carefully into his arms. 


Denny’s breath caught, and he sobbed, hiding his face 
against Sully’s 


shoulder. He grabbed a handful of Sully’s shirt to hold on to 
and pushed so close it was like he was trying to crawl into 
Sully’s skin. 
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“Shh. | got you.” Sully hadn’t ever seen Denny cry, except 
that one time after 


the crash. Sully held him closer, tighter. He didn’t ever want 
to see Denny in that kind of pain again. He was cold with 


fear. “What’s wrong, sugar?” 


“| can’t breathe.” Aside from the crying, Denny seemed to 
be breathing fine. 


“I can’t. It hurts. | don’t want you here no more, Sully. | can’t 
do this, this bein’ 


nothing and waitin’ for you to leave ’cause of it. | can’t get 
air. It keeps hurtin’ 


and scarin’ me and not killin’ me and | wish it would, ’cause 
then it'd be real and this’d be over. It’s so heavy on me.” 


“I won’t leave you, sugar. No matter what.” Sully felt like 
he’d been punched 


in the gut. “You’re not nothing. You’re the man | love, and 
I’m not leaving you. 


We're gonna make it through this, you and me.” 


“All | got is you and drivin’. | don’t know why you gotta stay, 
Sully.” Denny 


was clinging awful hard for someone who thought Sully 
Should leave. “I’m sorry 


| ain’t better yet. I’m tryin’. | don’t mean t’be weak this 
way.” He was gulping air, trying to stop crying. “I can’t do 
this.” 


Denny sounded as scared as he had lying on the floor of 
that bar, begging 


Sully to make it stop. Sounded like he was hurting just as 
bad. Like something in him was crushed and broken and 
killing him. 


“You are the strongest son of a bitch | know,” Sully 
murmured, tucking 


Denny’s head up under his chin and holding on tight. “I’m 
here, and I’m gonna 


be here tomorrow, and the next day, and the day after that. 
I’m going nowhere 


unless you're coming with me.” 


“Don’t go.” Denny didn’t miss a beat, even if his words went 
one-eighty. 


“Jesus, Sully. All | think about all day, every day, is how 
much nothin’ | am, how much nothin’ | got, how I’m gonna 
lose my house, how I got no education to get 


a job, and how much wrong it is for me to keep you here 
when I’m broke. It ain’t 84 
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right, | ain’t a good person, but | don’t want you to go. | wish 
| was better for you.” The sobbing slowed, like somehow 
talking made up for it. 


“You're plenty good for me, sugar. | don’t wanna be with 
nobody else.” 


Sully hadn’t seen how wrecked Denny was. It took a disaster 
and Denny trying 


to dump him for Sully to catch on in time. Denny hid his hurt 
too damn well. 


“You listen to me. | ain’t about to leave you. | love you. Hell, 
I'd marry you if | could.” 


That stopped the sobs as good as a Slap in the face. “You 
what?” 


Sully wrangled Denny until he could see his face, until they 
could see each 


other. “I’d marry you,” he repeated, brushing the tears off 
Denny’s cheeks with 


his thumb. “For better or worse, the whole deal. You think | 
was just here for the sex? You’re damn good in bed, Denny 
Clay, but your ass ain’t the only thing | 


love about you. Yeah. If we could get married, I’da asked by 
now.” 


They couldn’t, so he hadn’t ever brought it up, but Sully 
hadn't realized that 


Denny didn’t already know he loved him like that, the 
sticking-around kind of love. 


Denny looked pole-axed, and then he inhaled, real sharp. 
“I’da said yes,” he 


said at last, quiet and shaky. 


Sully smiled and ducked his head to kiss Denny, real soft, on 
the mouth. 


Denny’s arms went around his neck, and he held on, kissing 
him back just as 


soft. He was all-over shivery like a horse that was run too 
far, too fast, but he wasn’t crying. After a time, he took a 


deep breath and sighed, like some weight 


was off his chest. The tension was out of him, and he rested 
peaceful in Sully’s arms. 


Sully ached from listening to Denny tell him to go and with 
the dawning 


realization that if their damn car hadn’t crashed, they would 
have crashed some day. Maybe in slow motion with the 
pieces falling off and the whole thing 
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disintegrating one day at a time. Maybe all at once witha 
huge roar and dead 


silence afterward. This poison that was hurting Denny, that 
wasn’t from the 


crash, except that Denny’s whole life had pretty much been 
one long crash until 


he’d left home. 


When he was sure Denny was asleep, he laid him in the 
pillows. Denny 


hardly stirred, he just murmured when Sully petted his hair. 
He looked so damn 


young. He was so damn young. 


This wasn’t playing house. Sully crept out of bed and started 
cleaning up, as 


quiet as he could manage. This was the first real house 
Denny had ever lived in. 


Sully kept Mama and Savvy up to date on how Denny was 
healing up, and 


Denny’s family probably didn’t have a clue whether he was 
alive or dead. Likely 


didn’t care. 


Least now he knew what was wrong, why Denny was filled 
to the brim with 


being angry. There was a line between his usual piss and 
vinegar and being 


scared, and Sully had missed it because he’d assumed it 
was pain. Now he knew, 


and when Sully knew what was going on, there wasn’t much 
he couldn’t fix. 
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When Sully’s alarm went off, he was awake—still or already, 
he wasn’t 


sure—and he smacked it quick. After he’d cleaned up from 
the night before, put 


away Denny’s mess and the painstakingly made dinner, he 
couldn’t sleep. He’d 


lain there all night with Denny in his arms. 


“I'll put th’ coffee on f’r you,” Denny mumbled, rolling away 
from him. 


“No.” Sully caught him and pulled him, unresisting, back 
into bed. “Not 


after you being on your feet so much yesterday, sugar.” 


Yesterday. Sully could see the word flicker across Denny’s 
face as awareness dawned. Right. That happened. Yeah, 
Sully felt about like that himself. 


“S fine.” Denny’s expression closed but his cheeks flared 
hot. Sully could see 


the shame. “My own damn fault.” He tried to get up but 
Sully held on. 


“No way.” Sully could be just as stubborn. Denny sagged 
into his arms and 


let Sully hold him. “Tell me it doesn’t hurt and l'Il let you 
go.” 


There was a long silence and then, “Yeah. It hurts a lot.” 


“Okay.” Sully was surprised at the easy victory. “Take one of 
them pills and 


l'Il go in late today, sugar. Drop you off at your physical 
therapy.” 


“Sully, we can’t—” 


Sully kissed him to shut him up, and Denny pressed against 
him, wrapping 


an arm around his neck. That worked. Sully kissed him a 
long time, shifting so 
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Denny was snuggled down on his side of the bed and pinned 
there with his 


weight. 


“You gonna take that pill?” Sully whispered against his lips. 
He got one 


hand on Denny’s ass and squeezed gently. 
“Yeah.” Denny’s voice came out all unsteady. 
“Don’t you argue with me over being good to you.” 


Denny kissed him again, wet and hungry, grinding his ass 
into Sully’s hand. 


His dick was hard against Sully’s hip. 


“You take that pill and close your eyes a while, l'II suck you 
off,” Sully 


bartered. 


“Yes, Sully.” Denny pushed himself up on one elbow and 
fumbled for his 


pills. He tossed one back with a swallow of water, then 
kissed Sully with his cool mouth. 


“I like hearing that,” Sully said as he pushed the sheets 
aside. 


Getting Denny’s dick in his mouth was everything Sully 
hadn’t known he 


needed. He moaned around it, sucking him in until he was 
breathing in the scent 


of Denny’s sweat and skin. Denny tangled both hands in his 
hair, making soft, 


broken noises that drove Sully half-crazy. 


Sully wrapped one hand around his own dick and used the 
other hand to 


steady himself. It had been so long since they’d just had 
sex, random sex just to touch each other and come. Sully 
wasn’t in a hurry, he was reveling in Denny’s 


taste and sounds and the pleasure of jerking off in time with 
fucking his mouth 


on Denny’s dick. 


He came before Denny, spilling come over his hand and 
crying out around 


Denny’s dick. Denny groaned his name and pulled his hair, 
slicking his tongue 


with precome. Sully pushed two fingers into his ass, and 
Denny came witha 


howl on the second thrust. 
88 


www.samhainpublishing.com 





Pit Road 


Sully swallowed it all and licked him clean after. By the time 
he crawled up 


to see Denny’s face, Denny could hardly keep his eyes 
open. Sully allowed 


himself a grin. 
“See what you get when you behave?” 


“Fuck you,” Denny mumbled, opening one eye to glare at 
him. 


“Į love you too.” Sully kissed him and felt Denny smile 
against his mouth. 


Victory. He rolled away and padded off to the shower to 
clean up before he 


left a message for Marshal that he was going to be in late. 
Then he put the 


coffeemaker on a timer, set his alarm clock for two more 
hours sleep, and 


crawled back into bed. This time, he fell asleep as soon as 
his head hit the pillow next to Denny’s. 


Sully knew he wasn’t gonna get away with going into 
Denny’s physical 


therapy with him. He’d settle for dropping him off this time. 
Baby steps. 


Anything that looked like real life, normal life for normal 
married folks, he’d 


take. 


God, but he wanted to kiss Denny before Denny climbed out 
of the truck, 


though. Wanted it like Denny was walking off with his heart 
and kissing him 


was the only way to get it back. Driving away hurt so much 
Sully had no idea 


how he’d ever managed to leave Denny alone in the first 
place. He’d forgotten 


how he used to be close to Denny all day every day. They 
might have been in the 


closet, but they’d been connected. 


They’d had their stupid jokes, pranks they pulled on each 
other, the radio 


when Denny was driving, arguments about the car, the stuff 
that filled in the 


gaps between the moments they could really be together. 
He’d make sure he and 
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Denny did more together. Not that he had a damn clue how, 
but he’d work it 


out. 


Maybe he could coax Denny out to the track again. He’d 
come out all that 


way yesterday. Sitting at a stoplight, Sully gave in to the 
urge to pound the 


steering wheel a couple times. Damn it, he’d wanted Denny 
to come out and 


hadn’t wanted to bring it up for fear of soooking him. Then 
Denny went jumping 


at shadows, and now God knew when Sully was gonna 
convince him to come 


out there again. 


Sully shook his stinging hand. He had no one to blame but 
himself for how 


bad yesterday turned out. One damn phone call he could 
damn well have made 


would have fixed it. Mama would have knocked Daddy over 
the head with her 


good serving platter—cold dinner and all—for that bullshit. 


Denny had been brave enough to haul his ass out there on 
the bus and then 


had managed to keep his shit together and not lose it over 
something that, 


though it wasn’t real, Sully couldn’t deny had upset him 
badly. No, this was on 


Sully’s head. He was gonna have to deal with it. Denny had 
made it out there 


once. Sully’d give it a couple days and bring it up again. 


By the time he was at the track, he felt better than he had 
in days. Maybe it 


was replaying the morning’s sex in his head, maybe it was 
the latte with a double shot of caramel syrup, but it was 
most likely remembering Denny’s shy smile 


when he'd dropped him off. Like he’d carried Denny’s books 
to class. Knowing 


he’d made Denny feel that way felt so damn good. 


“Sorry I’m late,” he called to Marshal as he came through 
the side door. Poor 


guy was at a table in the staff room, working on the orders 
for the month. 


Marshal was terrible with forms. “You want me to do some of 
that?” 


“If you can keep the numbers in the right order, sure.” 
Marshal groaned and 


stretched. “You might as well, since your boyfriend’s not 
Causing trouble.” 
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Sully nearly slammed himself in the face with his locker 
door. “I... What?” 


“Jay. Not here today. He musta found somewhere else to 
blow his money.” 


Marshal threw an aluminum clipboard onto the next table. 
“Go check the tire 


stock against that order form?” 


“Punishment for coming in late?” Sully hung up his jacket 
and made sure he 


had his phone on him. He’d told Denny to damn well call if 
he started feeling as bad as he did yesterday, like he 
couldn’t breathe. 


“Punishment for my legs killin’ me from baseball last night.” 
Marshal 


chewed the end of his pencil, scowling. “Don’t forget Leroy 
needs two sets of 


Bridgestones for that race in Petersville. | said I’d order ’em 
with ours, give him a break on the cost.” 


“I'll get on that.” It was a decent way to spend the 
afternoon. Sully needed 


something to do that wasn’t going to cause more than a 
couple headaches if he 


did it wrong. 


Some days, he didn’t know what Boss was letting guys get 
up to back here. 


Someone had put soft tires in with the hardwalls and whole 
sections were 


stacked so he couldn’t read the tire type. Three hours into 
his workday, he was 


soaked with sweat and not even half done with the 
inventory. He was feeling 


damn good, though. His muscles ached from swinging tires 
around. The work 


felt like it was flushing some of the stupid out of his system. 
“Hiding from me?” Jay’s voice startled him. 


“Sneaking up on me?” he returned, tossing a couple bike 
tires up onto a 


hook. 


“Oh, yes. That’s why | wear Italian shoes.” Jay was leaning 
against one of the 


floor-to-ceiling tire racks. He was dressed up fancy, suit and 
polished shoes and a tie he was working undone. “For the 
sneaking.” 
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Sully snorted. “I hear doing business is all about the sneaky. 
You gonna be 


driving today?” 


“I don’t think so.” Jay undid a couple buttons as he came 
over to look at the 


inventory list Sully had set on a stack of tires so he could 
see it while he worked. 


“Have a dinner tonight. Just came by to check on the Lotus. 
And for the 


charming company.” He flashed Sully a smile. 


“Yeah, yeah.” Sully grabbed four more off-road bike tires 
and hung them up 


on the wall where they belonged. “That’s not going to get 
you off the hook for 


the Lotus. I’m not the guy to talk to about it today, anyhow. 
Tanner took care of it this morning. | was running late.” 


“I can’t have that.” Jay sounded mildly annoyed. Sully 
stopped and looked 


at him—jJay never got bothered about things. 


“Well, you’re bringing it to the track, not to me.” Sully 
picked up a box of go- 


cart tires and tossed it down the aisle. They should have 
been on the other side of the warehouse. “I don’t have my 
own pit here.” 


“Good point.” Jay gave him a narrow look, like gears were 
going in his head. 


“See, l’d be happier if it were just you touching my cars. You 
don’t do house 


calls, do you?” 


“You racing at home now?” Sully laughed at him. “I’m sure 
your cars are 


better off with the dealership, not some grease monkey.” 


“Maybe.” Jay flipped through the inventory list. “You could 
come by 


sometime. Did you include my order for the Toyota in here? | 
want to take it to a dirt track in two weeks.” 


“I’m not sure.” Sully scribbled the right numbers on a couple 
tires in chalk— 


Marshal was terrible with numbers—before he came over to 
check the list. “That 


doesn’t look like enough for you and Leroy both.” 
“I like your company, Sully.” 
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“Thanks.” Sully wasn’t sure what brought that on, but he 
gave Jay a smile as 


he pulled out a pen and took the clipboard to adjust the tire 
order. Kinda 


gratifying to know Jay didn’t mind hanging out with him. Jay 
was good 


company. “Same here.” 


Next thing, Jay’s mouth was on his with a kiss as smooth 
and hot as the way 


Jay walked. In the split second that everything turned upside 
down, Sully leaned into it, then he pushed away. He felt like 
he’d been punched in the gut, not 


kissed. 


“I can’t... That can’t happen again.” Sully was so angry it 
scared him. 


Instead of punching Jay, he picked up the clipboard. He 
hadn’t heard it hit the 


ground. 


“It won’t unless you want it to.” Jay’s tone was mild. Easy. 
“Maybe | got the 


venue wrong. You really should come by.” 


“What?” Sully straightened, clenching the board hard 
enough his hands 


hurt. 


“| don’t make random passes, Sully.” Jay looked arch, 
pleased with himself. 


“Let me know when you'd like to come by.” He turned on his 
heel and sauntered 


away with that smooth walk. “Make sure you order those 
hardwalls in for the 


Toyota, will you?” 


Sully stared after him, then dropped the clipboard ona 
stack of tires to chase 


him down. “Jay!” 
“So soon?” Jay turned as Sully grabbed his arm. 


Now Sully let the anger out and Jay winced as his grip 
tightened. “I don’t 


know what the fuck is wrong with you, but you can’t ever do 
that again. | need 


my job. | need my reputation. Do not fuck me up for fun 
‘cause you can afford to throw yourself around.” 
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“Fair enough. | thought things were relatively liberal around 
here.” Jay was 


still remarkably calm. “I’m willing to admit fault on this one. 
My apologies. I’m usually better at this.” He held out his 


other hand. “Friends?” 


“Not right now.” Sully let go of him and barely resisted 
slamming him into 


the steel racks. “Ask me in a couple weeks.” Turning away 
was the only way he 


could keep from doing something that would lose him his 
job. 


He was so angry there were tears in his eyes blurring the 
numbers as he tried 


to get back to work. It was so fucking easy for Jay. 
Everything Denny fought, 


feared, struggled against...poverty, self-loathing, the terror 
of getting caught...all that was fucking nothing to Jay. Sully 
could never want a man who didn’t understand how good he 
had it, who forgot what it was like to have no 


protection from the world. Sully punched a tire as hard as he 
could. 


He’d done this to himself too. Denny’d called it. He’d been 
treating Jay like 


he used to treat Denny, only Denny was his lover. His 
partner. Sully had let 


someone else stand in for him because it felt good. Because 
it was familiar. 


Denny had been right, and then Sully let him sit home alone 
thinking...exactly 


what Jay was thinking. 


| was hoping you were with him, if he was making you laugh 
good again. Sully set the clipboard on the counter and 
walked to the bathroom, fighting to get his shit together. In 
the tiny, cramped space, he splashed water on his face and 
rinsed his mouth out. He scrubbed his face with a coarse 
paper towel and collapsed onto 


the crooked toilet seat. His hands were shaking when he 
pulled out his phone. 


“Something wrong?” First thing outta Denny’s mouth. 
“1...” Sully kept his voice low. “You got a minute?” 


“Yeah. Lying here with some pins and electrical wires in my 
leg.” Denny 


sounded far from thrilled about that. Maybe the phone call 
had him annoyed. 
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“I love you,” Sully breathed. “I do. | am sorry about 
yesterday, sugar. So 


sorry.” 


“You don’t hafta be sorry about that shit.” Denny huffed into 
the phone. 


“You made up for it already.” 


And now Sully had even more to make up for. “Don’t worry 
about making 


dinner tonight, okay? l'Il bring something home. Anything 
you want?” 


“Naw. l'Il heat up what’s in the fridge. Or you avoidin’ my 
food?” 


“No. Never.” He didn’t want to make Denny feel worse about 
things. “Just 


forgot we had that.” 


“You mind your own damn business, let me worry about 
dinner. And get off 


the phone while you’re workin’, Sully.” 


yo 


“Yeah. I’m goin’.” The phone went dead and Sully was left 
Staring at it. 


He didn’t feel any better, but at least Denny was okay. 
Denny would kill him 


if he screwed up and got fired. He had to get to work. He 
shoved the phone in 


his pocket, washed his face again and headed out. He had 
tires to count. 


Physical therapy wasn’t doing as good as it used to. Lately, 
Denny spent his 


time on acupuncture and electrical therapy to make his 
nerves do their job— 


more than he worked on keeping his leg strong. That 
bugged the hell out of him, 


that he wasn’t getting anywhere. Going forward didn’t 
include lying on his back 


for an hour at a time. 


At least he was home before Sully. Last night’s dinner would 
warm up okay, 


though Denny wasn’t serving his man twice-heated green 
beans. He got 


everything else into the oven and turned the beans into a 
bean salad with plenty of time to spare. 


Now that he knew Sully wasn’t runnin’ around on him, 
Denny was worried 


about him. Wasn't like Sully to call in the middle of the day. 
Made him antsy, 
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thinking something might be wrong with Sully. He hadn’t 
been paying near 


enough attention to that man. 


The door opened up on time, but Sully didn’t holler a hello 
right away. The 


familiar shuffling of Sully taking off his boots was followed 
by the twin clunking noises as they fell to the floor inside 
the hall closet. 


“Hey there, sugar,” he said as he appeared in the doorway 
to the kitchen. He 


sounded normal enough, but that pinching around his eyes 
and lips told a 


different story. That wasn’t right. 


“What’s wrong?” Denny put the paper aside and grabbed 
his crutches. The 


look on Sully’s face with the call today spelled out nothing 
good. His mind was 


racing in circles and his heart was pounding. If there was 
bad news, he sure as 


hell wasn’t gonna take it sitting down. 


“Naw.” Sully waved him off and sat in the chair across from 
him. “Nothing 


to be gettin’ you outta that chair over. You got a couple 
minutes before dinner’s ready?” 


“Do | look like I’m doin’ anything here?” He slapped the 
table in annoyance. 


He really wanted to punch something but he couldn’t afford 
to hurt his hand. 


“What’s goin’ on?” 


“You were right.” Sully sighed and shook his head. 
“Yesterday, when you 


Saw me and that driver, Jay. | didn’t see it, don’t know what 
the hell | was 


thinking not realizing what was going on, but you did. | 
just... | thought you 


oughtta know you weren’t seeing things that weren’t there.” 


It took Denny’s mind a minute to catch up to Sully’s words, 
then the floor 


fell out from under him. Not for real—when he grabbed the 
table he was still in 


the same spot—but it felt that way. “What the hell are you 
sayin’?” 
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He didn’t wanna be right about that, about Sully wanting to 
be with some 


other guy. Jay. The guy had a name, and it came right outta 
Sully’s mouth like he was used to saying it. 


Sully’s eyes got real wide, like he was surprised, and he 
shook his head 


again. “Not like that, sugar. There’s no place else | wanna be 
except right here with you. But you were right, something 
was there, ‘cause | guess he was lookin’. 


Made a pass at me today like it was nothing. | gave him 
what-for, but... Hell, | 


shoulda saw it coming, and | didn’t see a damn thing.” 


“He what?” Denny couldn’t breathe, and God damn it, why 
had he let Sully 


convince him to sit? He stood up and took a step before he 
remembered he 


needed his crutches. The kitchen was small enough he 
could grab the counter 


fast enough to keep from falling, but he could feel his 
shoulder stretch wrong 


with the strain. “How? Where?” The rest of his questions got 
all tangled up with his fear, and he couldn’t get anything 
else out. 


“I was in the back, taking care of the tires. He came in to 
find out if we’d 


ordered some for his Toyota.” Sully shrugged, his lips tight 
again. “Or to find 


me, | s’pose. Nobody saw, but damn it, he didn’t think 
nothing of it. Like it never crossed his damn mind he coulda 
cost me my job, acting like that.” 


“Who the fuck does he think he is?” Denny wanted to run, 
but he could 


hardly stand up. “Folks don’t do that shit.” He hadn’t made 
a pass at Sully, and Sully’d never made a pass at him. Sully, 
once he stopped being a jackass, had 


been a goddamned saint. 


“I don’t know what he was thinking. He won’t do it again, 
though.” Sully 


got up and came to stand in front of him. “C’mon and sit 
down, sugar.” 


“I can’t sit down.” Denny held up a hand to ward Sully off. 
“Don’t make me. 


I’m too fuckin’ pissed off.” Pissed off and scared. How could 
someone tell? If 


someone could tell about Sully then what did that mean 
about him? Them? 
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Denny groped for some optimism. “He just what? Maybe he 
was yankin’ your 


chain?” 
Sully’s hands fell to his sides. “He kissed me.” 


“He what?” Denny didn’t know how he had the air to make 
those two 


words. In his whole life he’d never thought he could do a 
thing like that. He’d 


only kissed Sully because Sully said he could. And he’d had 
to be drunk out of 


his mind to do it. Then some guy... Like Sully was there to 
be had. 


“He won't do it again,” Sully repeated, bringing one hand 
up. It stopped just 


shy of Denny’s face. 


In all Denny’s worst nightmares, he hadn't really thought of 
what it would 


mean for someone else to touch Sully. His mind hadn’t gone 
there, like somehow 


Sully was gonna cheat on him without ever touching that 
other guy with the 


fancy car. He wasn’t even mad anymore. He felt invisible. 
He knew for sure that 


Sully hadn’t mentioned him to this guy. Just said no. Not, no, 
| love someone else. 


“Guess that’s that.” Denny turned away to grab a potholder. 
“You go on and 


get out of your work clothes. Have your shower.” He 
couldn’t imagine touching 


Sully right now, or Sully touching him. “lII finish up in here.” 


“Denny...” Sully’s hand was light on Denny’s arm, then 
firmer as he turned 


Denny to face him. Denny could see it coming, the way 
Sully’s gaze landed on 


his mouth, the way he started to lean forward. 


He tried not to pull away, but he didn’t want Sully touching 
him, like Sully 


had something on him that would make him sick. He didn’t 
know why he was 


acting like this. He should be acting better. “I ain’t mad at 
you, Sully.” 


Sully took a step back and nodded. He wasn’t frowning or 
nothing, but the 


Sad was all over him like a damn veil. “Okay. I’m gonna go 
clean up. l'Il be right back.” 
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He didn’t wait for an answer, just headed out and his feet 
sounded on the 


Stairs like he was being chased. The water turned on and, 
finally, Denny could 


relax. 


After a minute, Denny realized he was standing there with 
the oven open, 


staring at the covered casserole dish. God damn it. He 
wanted to go out to the 


track and punch the living shit outta that asshole for 
touching Sully, but he 


couldn’t hardly stand up on his own. 


Sully was his and if Sully didn’t want this Jay guy, Denny 
wasn’t gonna let him go. He closed the oven, turned it off, 
and shuffled over to find his crutches. 


It was gonna take him so long to get upstairs, he’d be lucky 
to make it by the 


time Sully was out of the shower. 


Denny was tired of being a cripple, and the longer he was 
crippled in his 


body, the harder it was to hide how he was crippled in his 
mind. As he hitched 


himself up the stairs, he told himself the hurt was 
punishment over how instead 


of being worried about Sully’s feelings, he was freaking out 
over the idea that 


someone knew Sully was queer. That someone might know 
he was queer. 


His mind kept hammering him with questions about how this 
guy could tell. 


Sully wasn’t the kind of guy anyone who wanted to keep 
their head on was 


gonna make a pass at. He leaned the crutches up against 
the wall and slumped 


onto Sully’s side of the bed. Other folks somehow had this 
way of telling. Hell, Denny could be in a gay bar and get it 
wrong. 


The pillow smelled sweetly like Sully, and Denny realized 
why he made 


Sully go take a shower. Because it would kill him if there was 
a hint of someone else’s smell on Sully. He didn’t want to 
know what this guy smelled like, tasted like, nothing. He 
wanted Sully. 


Least this explained Sully’s call today. Denny’s tension bled 
out of him, 


thinking about it, remembering Sully saying he loved him. 
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“You okay, sugar?” Denny hadn’t heard the water shut off, 
but there Sully 


was, naked as the day he was born. A white towel slung 
around his hips barely 


covered him. 


“Mad as hell.” Denny pushed himself to sitting, then 
struggled to stand. He 


gave up after the first try because he was only gonna hurt 
himself. “Not at you. 


At him. At me.” 


“You didn’t do nothin’ wrong.” Sully dropped to his knees in 
front of Denny 


and set his hands on the bed, on either side of Denny’s legs. 
“I’m sorry about all this. | shoulda been more careful.” 


“More careful?” Denny didn’t get it. “Ain’t your fault no one 
knows you're 


with someone, Sully. It’s mine. You’re mine, and | can’t 
even...” He couldn’t 


finish the sentence, but he could touch Sully’s cheek, feel 
the familiar stubble under his fingertips. Just that touch 
made his heart leap like it’d been shocked. 


Sully shook his head. “It doesn’t matter.” 


He pressed his hands into the mattress, levering himself up 
‘til he was right 


there in front of Denny. Sully stopped before kissing him, 
though. After what 


happened downstairs, it was up to Denny to cross that line. 


Denny kissed him and felt like he was doing it for the first 
time all over 


again. He was overwhelmed by the fact that he could. The 
fact that Sully let Denny touch him that way. Sully’s mouth 
was soft and hot and sweet. 


“Are you Okay?” he whispered against Sully’s lips, wrapping 
his arms 


around Sully’s broad, strong shoulders. 


“I am now.” Sully cupped the nape of Denny’s neck in one of 
his big hands 


and angled his mouth over Denny’s, deepening the kiss. 


Denny melted into him, letting Sully’s hand support him. He 
ran his own 


hands over Sully’s rippled shoulders and arms, reminding 
himself how strong 


Sully was. Wasn’t anything about him that didn’t make 
Denny crazy. His dick 
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was already straining against his jeans, and Sully’s tongue 
Sliding against his 


made him moan. 
“Fuck, Sully. | want you so bad.” 


Sully stood slowly and leaned over Denny, lowering him to 
the bed. “I want 


you too, sugar.” 


It was like his clothes melted away when Sully touched him. 
It should have 


been painful, a struggle to get them off past the hole in his 
leg and the aches in his muscles that never seemed to go 
away, with the surgeries and physical 


therapy since the wreck. Instead he could hardly remember 
the moments 


between when Sully’s fingers brushed his fly and when 
Sully’s bare body slid 


over his. 


“I wish you coulda said you was with me,” he whispered, as 
Sully leaned in 


to kiss him. Saying it made him feel more naked than having 
no clothes on. 


The kiss lasted a long time, deep and slow, and that was 
almost answer 


enough. But when Sully pulled away, he said, “I will. 
Someday, | will. We’ll get there.” 


Denny believed him, though he didn’t have a damn clue 
how that was gonna 


happen. As likely as him having a brain transplant or 
something, but he didn’t 


care. He kissed Sully hard, trying to tell him how much he 
trusted him. It wasn’t easy to be going to a place when he 
didn’t know what it looked like, but Sully 


did and that was enough. 


“Fuck me?” He tugged at Sully’s hair. That, he did know 
what it looked like, 


and he wanted it. He knew how much Sully loved him asking 
for it, too. 


Sully’s blue eyes went real dark, and he kissed Denny again, 
hard this time. 


“You get yourself settled and l'Il get the lube.” 


All of Denny ached when he pushed himself up and wriggled 
until his head 


and shoulders were in the pillows, but he forgot that when 
he watched Sully 
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move. He wasn’t a bit surprised that someone would take 
their chances to be 


with Sully. He’d done it, done things he still couldn’t believe, 
over Sully’s red hair and blue eyes and amazing body. 


“Don’t think | forget that you’re the best thing that’s ever 
gonna happen to 


me,” he said. 


Sully turned around to face him, lube in hand. A smile pulled 
at the corners 


of his mouth, crinkling up the corners of his eyes. “You 
gonna remember you're 


the best thing in my life too?” 


“Only ‘cause you keep tellin’ me.” Denny grumbled about 
that and leaned in 


to kiss Sully. “You make it hard for me to put it out of my 
head, the way you fuss over me.” 


“Good.” Sully kissed him into the pillows, and trailed slick 
fingers over his 


cock on the way down between his legs. “I ain’t gonna quit 
telling you.” 


It was hard to think when Sully did that, but he wasn’t 
gonna feel settled 


until he had one more question answered. He pushed his 
fingers into Sully’s wet 


hair, smoothing it away from his face. “If you wasn’t with 
me, would 


you...y’know?” 


“Be with Jay?” Sully said it real flat, no beating around the 
bush. “No. What 


he did... Like it was nothing. Like it never crossed his mind 
how he was maybe 


screwing up my whole life. | don’t know if he didn’t think 
about it or if he didn’t give a damn. And I don’t want to be 
with nobody where | gotta wonder about 


that.” 


“You ain’t allowed to leave me for him, then.” Denny kissed 
Sully to try to 


coax a smile out of him. He felt better, seeing Sully pissed 
off like that. It didn’t make him a good person, but he didn’t 
care. “You got terrible luck with men, 


Sully Price.” 
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Sully nipped at Denny’s lower lip and kissed him hard. “l 
think my luck’s 


pretty damn good right about now.” He rubbed the flat of 
one finger up behind 


Denny’s balls, pressing while the rest of his fingers teased 
over Denny’s hole. “I got you, don’t |?” 


“Always.” Denny didn’t have any hesitation about that, and 
it wasn’t 


because he wanted Sully inside him. “Any way you want.” 
He loved the way 


Sully touched him, and the expression on Sully’s face that 
was only there when 


Sully was looking at him. 


“Every way, long as it’s you.” Sully pushed one thick finger 
into him, but it 


was only a tease. He kept that one finger in there, fucking 
him with it but not 


giving him more. 


“Sully.” He tugged Sully’s hair with one hand, grabbed hold 
of the sheets 


with the other. “You like teasin’ me way too much for my 
own good.” Sully 


loved to go slow, and it was the only time Denny was ever 
mad at him in bed, for fooling around instead of fucking. 


Sully couldn’t hide the way that made him grin, but he 
kissed Denny before 


Denny could get pissed about it. While Sully’s tongue 
sweeping through his 


mouth distracted him, another finger pushed in, and a third, 
and then the bed 


shifted and it wasn’t fingers anymore but Sully’s cock 
opening him up. 


Denny sure did feel good now, having Sully all to himself in 
every way 


possible, sweet mouth and big dick and everything in 
between. The bullshit of 


the day had reminded him how damn lucky he was. 


Sully moved just this side of too slow, but it was quick 
enough Denny didn’t 


have to complain again. Sully knew him so well. Denny 
ignored his aches and 


pains to wrap his legs around Sully’s hips and slide his 
hands over Sully’s back. 


Sully deserved everything Denny could give him like this, 
even the words he 
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always tried to swallow down until Sully pushed him into 
letting go. He wasn’t 


gonna make Sully work for it tonight. 
“Fuck me, Sully. Please. | don’t ever wanna give this up.” 


Sully’s hips rolled, giving him exactly what he wanted. Slow 
and soft fell by 


the wayside as Sully fucked him deep enough he could feel 
it all the way up in 


his chest, where it made his heart race with how good he 
felt. 


He couldn’t have kept from being noisy if he’d tried. Sully 
was too damn 


good at this, at being good to him. He dug his fingers into 
Sully’s broad 


shoulders, moving with him, fucking himself on Sully’s dick. 


“I wanna come, Sully.” His voice didn’t sound like him 
sometimes. “Make 


” 
a 


me 


“All you had to do was say so, sugar.” Sully’s voice wasn’t 
the same either, 


rough and cut through with tension like he was holding on to 
the wheel through 


a tight corner. 


Sully wrapped a big hand around Denny’s dick and the 
calluses rasped over 


his sensitive skin just right, sending sparks of heat straight 
through him. He 


came with a shout, with Sully pounding into him, rocking 
him with wave after 


wave of pleasure. He clung to Sully hard, writhing, so tight 
around Sully’s big 


dick filling him up, and begged Sully not to stop. 


Sully answered him with low, harsh sounds that didn’t sound 
anything like 


words. But Sully’s rhythm didn’t falter. He kept fucking 
Denny until all that was left of Denny’s orgasm was shivers 
and desperate gasps for breath. Then he 


jerked against Denny, those quick, sharp thrusts that always 
came right before he lost it. 


“Fuck, | love that,” Denny whispered. He gentled his hands 
on Sully’s back 


and moved with him, taking Sully’s pleasure into him with a 
groan. “I love bein’ 


what makes you feel so good.” 


104 


www.samhainpublishing.com 
Pit Road 


“You do a damn good job of it.” Sully’s laugh was more 
Shiver than chuckle, 


and he ground into Denny one more time before he pulled 
away to lie beside 


him. “Hope | didn’t hurt you too much...” 


“Nothin’s hurting me right now.” Denny felt too good. He 
rolled over to 


look at Sully. “I love you more’n anything, Sully. I’m sorry 
about pushing you 


away downstairs.” That memory, not wanting Sully to touch 
him, that put a dent 


in his high. 


“S’okay, sugar.” Sully brushed his fingertips over Denny’s 
cheek. “I get it.” 


“That’s why you called me.” Denny kissed Sully, then 
snuggled into the 


curve of Sully’s neck. He wrapped an arm across Sully’s 
chest to hug him. 


Sully draped an arm over him, holding him loosely, but the 
way he flattened 


his palm against Denny’s back, light as it was, let Denny 
know Sully wanted to 


keep him close. “I needed to tell you | love you. Couldn’t 
think about anything 


else ‘til | heard your voice.” 


“And | went and told you to hang up the damn phone.” 
Denny felt kinda 


bad about that. “Don’t get in the habit of callin’ me from 
work, y’hear. Even if | do like hearin’ from you.” He did, and 
having it once made him pissy that it 


wasn’t going to happen again. 


“If it’s important.” Sully pressed a kiss to Denny’s hair. 
“Today, it was 


important.” 


“If you need to hear | love you, it’s important enough,” 
Denny allowed. He 


couldn’t imagine Sully needing reminding unless things 
were really bad. “But if 


it’s for the same damn reason again, we don’t need any 
money that bad and you 


can get your ass out to Andy Mack who don’t make passes 
at anyone but 


waitresses.” 


“It won't be.” Sully sighed, his breath ruffling Denny’s hair. 
“It better not 


be.” 
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Heating Up 

“Hey, Sully!” 


Sully whipped around to see Jay Burgess pulling his car into 
the garage. A 


quick glance told him Jay hadn't driven it into the wall again. 
He raised his 


eyebrows, waiting to hear what Jay needed. He sure as hell 
wasn’t done being 


mad at him. He wasn’t done being mad at himself. 


“Car’s too loose.” Jay crawled out of the window and 
dumped his helmet on 


the roof. No flirting today. “See if you can work a little 
magic?” 


Sully gave him a nod and found him a smile. Marshal was 
looking their way. 


If he and Jay weren’t getting along, it was gonna draw the 
wrong attention. 


“I'll take her in.” He wasn’t in the mood to be working any 
damn magic 


today, not on cars. He was too wound up over Denny. 
Goddamn Denny and his 


goddamn pride. 


Denny was at the hospital, talking to the surgeon, a checkup 
to see how his 


leg was healing up after the last operation. Sully was at the 
track, staring at a big damn hunk of metal and grease and 
wondering if Denny pushing him away was 


over the bullshit Jay’d dumped on him, even though he kept 
saying everything 


was fine. 
“Keys.” 


Sully took them, careful not to touch. “Thanks. l'Il see what | 
can do.” 


Pit Road 


“Go ahead and take her around the track if you need to. 
Hell, if you feel like 


it.” Jay tugged his jumpsuit wide at the neck. “Anything to 
cheer you up.” 


“Don’t.” Sully tried to keep his temper in check. 
“I said | was sorry, Sully.” Jay looked baffled. “All this over a 
misunderstanding between friends?” 


“Misunderstandings happen after people talk, Jay.” Sully 
stepped around him. “We didn’t even get that far. l'Il try to 
have this ready for tomorrow.” 


“Take your time. I’m going out of town for a few days.” 


When Sully tossed Jay’s helmet into the car and slid behind 
the wheel, Jay 


was still standing there, looking at him like he was trying to 
figure out what key would fit in a lock. Whatever keys did fit, 
Sully wasn’t opening up for him any 


time soon. 


The fact that Jay obviously didn’t have a clue that this might 
be bad for Sully, that he might not just be sulking, made 
that a certainty. It sucked. He could have used a friend. So 
could Denny. Sully had no idea if Denny knew how to have a 


friend for real, and that made his gut heavy all over again. 
There was no way he was going to jeopardize Denny again 
by getting cozy with a guy who didn’t 


remember what it was like to have something to lose—if 
he’d ever known. 


He wasn’t gonna think on how it would have been nice to 
have someone else 


like them around to make Denny feel like a normal person, 
to help him get one 


step closer to really happy. 


He didn’t even have the car all the way up on the lift when 
he gave up. He 


turned to Marshal and Tanner and waved at the car. “I’m 
gonna take off. Not 


feeling too good. You guys take care of Jay’s car, okay?” 


He had sick days, vacation days if Boss called him on it. He 
hadn't taken a 


whole day off since he’d started this job months ago. He 
figured he had a damn 


good reason now. 
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“You got it,” Marshal said. “You’ve looked like shit for a few 
days, man. You 


go on home. Take care of yourself. Track’ll still be here 
tomorrow.” 


He drove himself on home to an empty condo. Denny was 
still up at the 


hospital. That gave him time to do some of the cleaning 
they'd been letting slide lately and to put dinner in the 
oven. 


He put together a roast, with some carrots and potatoes. 
They could eat the 


leftovers for a couple days, he figured, and it would make a 
nice treat for Denny to have a good dinner cooked up and 
ready for him when he got home. No beer 


or anything like that, not with the pain pills, but he found 
the candles Denny’d bought a while back and set them up 
at the kitchen table and on up in the 


bedroom too. 


When everything was ready, he settled himself on the 
couch. All he could do 


was wait. He was damn good at fixing things, but he was 
shit at waiting. 


Denny was running late when he finally hauled his ass in the 
door. It had 


been a hellish day, and he didn’t want Sully to know about 
any of it. When he 


saw Sully sprawled on the couch, watching a race, he did 
manage to smile. 


“Hey.” He let his backpack slide off his shoulder. 


“Hey there, sugar.” Sully came over to give Denny a hello- 
kiss. “You wanna 


come on in and tell me how’d it go?” He cupped Denny’s 
cheek and gave him a 


real sweet kiss, like he’d been thinking about Denny all day 
long. 


“It went fine. Whole lotta waitin’.” Damn, that was the first 
time he’d felt 


good since Sully left the house this morning. “Nothin’ much 
to tell.” Nothing 


except how his nerves weren’t talking to his foot and maybe 
it was scarring and 


maybe it was because they cut up his nerves when they 
were trying to save his 


leg. Then he realized Sully was home awful early. “Is 
somethin’ wrong? How 


come you’re home?” 
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“Came home to see how you were doin’. Made up some 
dinner while | was 


waiting.” Sully kissed him again. “Hope you’re hungry.” 


“Yeah.” He wasn’t hungry, but he nodded. “Yeah, | am. It 
smells real good. 


But you shouldn’t be worryin’ about me. You can’t go missin’ 
work.” Last thing 


they needed was for Sully to lose his job. Bad enough Denny 
had to worry about 


him getting hassled or fired over that guy at the track. He 
leaned on his damn 


cane—the cane didn’t cut it, he needed the crutches—and 
headed for the couch. 


“lm fine.” 


Sully disappeared into the kitchen. A few minutes later, he 
had plates for 


both of them, slices of steaming roast beef laid over mashed 
potatoes, with 


chunks of carrots scattered around. “Don’t you worry about 
me missing work. 


Marshal and Tanner, they’re good guys, and | got me some 
time off | can use up 


when I need to.” 


“You save that for when you need it.” Denny shook his head. 
Sully made 


him about want to cry from frustration some days. “You 
come down sick, you'll 


need a rest.” He finished propping his throbbing leg up and 
took the plate Sully offered. “This looks real good, but you 

don’t hafta be makin’ me my dinner. It’s not like | gotta go 

to work.” 


“I was home anyways.” Sully shrugged and sat on the floor, 
across the coffee 


table from him. 


Denny was too tired to fight. He didn’t want to eat, but 
Sully’d done such a 


nice job that he wasn’t going to disappoint him. The pain 
medication didn’t help that none. He always felt sickly, but 
he wasn’t letting on about that, either. 


The dinner was like for a celebration, and he didn’t have 
anything to 


celebrate. His goddamn foot was swollen in his boot, and it 
was dead at the end 


of his leg. The words the doctor had used to talk about it 
were so big, they’d 


already fallen out of Denny’s damn head. All that mattered 
were the words “a 
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chance we may not be able to help you”. Those words 
meant things were over. 


He wasn’t sure he’d ever be able to eat roast beef again, 
but he cleaned his whole plate and gave Sully a smile. 


Sully winked at him and went to take care of the dishes. 
When he was done, 


he sat beside Denny on the couch and nuzzled in close, 
kissing his cheek and the corner of his mouth. “Lemme get 
them boots off you, okay? Maybe we can put 


the race on, relax.” 


God, but Denny did love Sully something fierce. Even 
though he wanted to 


curl up in the bottom of a bottle of bourbon, he nodded and 
kissed him back. 


“If you wanna get your hands dirty tryin’ to pry my damn 
boots off, | ain’t 


gonna fight you for it tonight, what with you fixing such a 
nice dinner and all.” 


And that was how much he loved Sully—he gave in and let 
Sully take care of 


him for a bit, even if his gut hated him for it. 


Sully was gentle, unlacing Denny’s boots and pulling the left 
one off just as 


carefully as the right. He got Denny’s socks off, too, peeling 
them down his 


ankles and over his feet. “I’m gonna put your boots in the 
closet, sugar. l'Il be right back.” 


Denny wanted to get off his ass and do something, to move, 
but he couldn’t 


make himself. He needed his crutches. The idea of walking 
on that foot... He was 


worn out from facing up to the pain. 


“Could you bring my crutches?” He tried to make it sound 
light. Maybe if he 


babied his leg, it might heal a bit. If they could take some of 
the swelling in the foot and ankle down, the doc said, they’d 
have a better idea of his propri-something. The feeling in it. 


“Sure thing, sugar.” It took a few minutes, but eventually 
Sully brought 


Denny’s crutches around. “You wanna come on upstairs with 
me? l'Il rub your 
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shoulders. Bet they’re feeling damn tight, after you been 
walkin’ around with 


that damn cane for hours.” 


If Sully wanted to go upstairs, he probably wanted to have 
sex, and the idea 


made Denny cringe inside. He didn’t want to make Sully feel 
that he was 


holding out or mad about stuff. He was feeling wrong all 
over, and he had to 


figure out how to tell Sully he was gonna cost them a whole 
lot more money that 


he might never make up. 


“You don’t have to do that,” he said, taking the crutches. 
“I'll have a shower 


and turn in. | ain’t feelin’ up to much tonight.” He looked at 
Sully kinda 


sideways when he said it, hoping he would take the hint. He 
wasn’t gonna go 


make Sully be nice to him if he wasn’t gonna give back. 


Sully nodded toward the stairs. “You go on and take your 
shower, sugar. I'll 


be waiting in the bedroom when you're done, and l'Il give 
you that rubdown. 


Might help you sleep better.” 


“If you wanted to finish up watchin’ your race, you go right 
ahead.” Denny 


leaned on his crutches and struggled up off the couch. He 
hated the crutches but, God have mercy, it was good not to 
put weight on his bad foot. He sighed real 


soft, stifling his relief, and headed upstairs to wash off the 
sweat and failure. 


In the shower, he sat on the cripple bench, head in his 
hands, and tried to 


figure out what to do. He was useless. Goddamn it, the 
Surgery was gonna be 


expensive, even with insurance. And it might not work. The 
only thing he could 


do was wait on his test results. Maybe he wouldn’t need the 
surgery. Maybe he 


wouldn’t need it because there was no hope. He didn’t know 
what to do. 


Instead, he washed up, got out and dried off, brushed his 
teeth, and pulled 


on his robe. He felt like a damn fool, remembering when 
he’d climbed out of the 


car after that crash, shook up and sore but feeling like a 
star. He’d survived all that shit—his car had looked like a 


crumpled tin can—and walked away. Only, 
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he hadn’t. Maybe this was God’s way of reminding him 
where he belonged— 


back in the trailer park. 


Leaning on his crutches, he hopped into the bedroom, fixing 
to go to sleep. 


When he got there and found it lit up with candles and 
smelling sweet, the 


covers turned back, he felt nothing but sad. Oh, Sully. How 
come that man had to be so good? 


Sully didn’t like the way Denny was acting. He was tense 
and mopey, 


defeated. He never used to get like that, not even when he 
lost a race—that’d just make him fired up to win the next 
time. Now, though, he got like that when the 


doctors gave him bad news, or things seemed too hard, like 
he’d never drive 


again. 


When he heard the water shut off, Sully headed upstairs to 
see how Denny 


was holding up. He found Denny standing in the doorway to 
the bedroom, 


leaning on his crutches. Slipping up close behind him, Sully 
nuzzled the nape of his neck. “You wanna go ahead and lay 
on the bed, sugar? l'Il give you a good 


rubdown, get you loosened up and feeling good.” And then 
maybe Denny 


would be able to tell him what was wrong. 


Denny didn’t look at Sully as he let the robe slide away and 
hung it up on 


the bedpost. The crash was still written all over his body, 
and as much as Sully didn’t give a damn about pretty, it was 
hard to see. Denny was too young to be 


so beat down. He slid into bed, acting pained, and lay on his 
belly for Sully. 


Sully stripped, leaving his clothes in the hamper. No 
dropping clothes all 


over the floor anymore, not with the way just a little slip 
could take Denny down and mess him up but good. He slid 
into bed beside Denny and climbed up over 


him, settling with his knees on either side of Denny’s hips. 
“You're too good to me.” Denny sounded worn thin. 
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“Ain’t no such thing, sugar,” Sully said, petting his hands 
over Denny’s 


back, feeling for the knots of muscle and tension. 


Denny let out a sigh that was half moan. He buried his head 
in his arms and 


let him work. The way he moved under Sully was sexier 
than he likely knew, 


stretching and arching and making noises of pleasure. At 
least he wasn’t bottling that up. 


When everything was as smooth and loose as Sully could 
make it, he leaned 


over Denny and nuzzled the nape of his neck. “Feelin’ 
better, sugar?” 


“Body’s better.” Denny reached up and stroked Sully’s hair. 
“Doctor says my 


foot ain’t talking to the rest of me. She’s waitin’ on the tests 
to say if there’s anything to do about it.” His voice was 
rough with bottled-up emotion. 


Well, hell. Sully tucked his head against Denny’s shoulder. 
No damn wonder he was walking around like somebody 
done shot his dog. “You know how long 


it’s gonna be before you hear back about them tests?” 


“Few days. Said she wanted to talk to someone else.” 
Denny’s voice was 


muffled. “Said it’s pretty much normal for how bad my leg 
was when | got to the 


hospital. Was a lot of dead stuff in there and they cut me 
open in a hurry. Just need to figure out what went wrong.” 
He inhaled, then let the breath out ina 


shuddering sigh. “She figures at this rate l'Il be able to walk 
with a cane, have a bad limp the rest of my life. She wants 
to try for a ‘better outcome’. Started 


talkin’ on how I could learn to drive different, use my left 
leg, automatic 


transmission. Can’t do that in a racin’ car, though.” 


No, they couldn’t. What would they do if Denny really wasn’t 
ever gonna 


race again? What would Denny do? God damn, that was 
likely to kill him, the 


way racing was so bound up in who Denny was. 
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It wasn’t fair, how Michaelson had looked so much worse 
after the crash, 


unconscious and bleeding all over, and now he was back to 
racing and Denny’s 


career was all but over. 


“What kinda better outcome’s she thinking about?” 


“Openin’ me up and either putting stuff in or taking stuff 
out, depending on 


the results of them tests. ’Nother operation.” Denny 
sounded defeated. “No 


guarantees. It ain’t worth the money, Sully. We’re gonna run 
our insurance into 


the ground.” 


“That’s what we pay the bills for, sugar,” Sully reminded 
him, sitting up to 


rub his hands over Denny’s back again. “So’s they'll do 
everything they can to 


make you better.” 


“| don’t wanna run up more bills for nothing.” Denny wound 
his fingers in 


his thick, golden hair and tugged. “lIl see what she says. 
She was talking about this like it was... She said it was ‘to 
be expected’. Sometimes | wish they’d just cut my whole 
damn leg off, like | asked.” 


“You gonna let me go with you, next time?” Sully asked, 
working Denny’s 


fingers out of his hair. “You don’t gotta do this alone, sugar.” 
Maybe if he’d been there to begin with, been around more, 
Denny wouldn’t have healed up so bad. 


Denny let go of his hair and wriggled around under Sully to 
look up at him. 


He looked real young in the soft light, laid-out naked with 
one hand palm-up by 


his face and the other limp on his belly. It was easy to forget 
Denny was only a kid, with him trying so hard to be tough. 


“This ain’t us, Sully, you babyin’ me,” he said softly. 


“I’m not babying you,” Sully said. It was pure Denny to see 
any kind of offer 


of help as coddling. “We’re in this together, you and me. All 
of it, all the way. 


Lemme come, sugar. That’s what folks do when they’re 
together like us.” 
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Denny looked away, staring into a flickering candle flame 
that lit his eyes up 


bright. Emotions chased across his face, scared and angry 
and sad. Sully didn’t 


see that kind of sad on Denny much but he knew it was 
always there, and it 


about broke his heart sometimes. 


“Yeah,” Denny said at last, so soft it was almost easier to 
read his lips. “l 


want you there.” 


Well. Goddamn. 


Denny’d never admitted to wanting Sully with him before, 
except when he 


was breaking down. Sully smiled, real slow. Didn’t happen 
all that often lately, but tonight, he felt like he was doing 
something right. He leaned in to give 


Denny a kiss. 
“Thank you.” 


“Don’t gotta thank me for nothin’. You’re the one makin’ 
everything nice for 


us,” Denny murmured. “Don’t know why, but I like the 
candles.” His cheeks 


flushed and he looked up at Sully from under his long 
lashes. Sully loved seeing the heat and sparkle in his 
amazing golden eyes. 


“Thought you deserved a nice night.” He ducked in for 
another kiss. “You 


do it for me now and then, making dinner and candles and 
all.” Denny looked 


awful sweet like this, blushing like he wasn’t supposed to 
like it when his 


boyfriend did something nice for him. 


“It’s what folks do, right? Kinda foolish, gettin’ sentimental 
over it.” Denny 


shrugged a shoulder. Maybe he was just too tired to be 
tough anymore. He was 


trying, but not real hard. “I always did like ’em. But me and 
Dally were fooling around with one and nearly burned the 
trailer to the ground, and Daddy said no 


more, not even for birthdays. Beat the tar outta me too, like 
usual.” His eyes were kind of distant, and then he focused 
on Sully again. “You ever do that when you 


were a kid, play with the wax?” 
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That was an idea. “Not too much when I was a kid,” Sully 
admitted. “But 


I’ve done it some since. It feels real good, don’t it? Stings in 
the good way.” He eyed the candles around them. “You 
wanna roll over, play with the wax?” 


Denny tilted his head, looking wary. “What are you gonna 
do?” He wasn’t 


saying no, though. He was softening up, even if he was 
fighting it all the way. 


Sully picked up one of the candles on the bedside table and 
held one of 


Denny’s hands, letting the wax from the candle drip onto his 
palm. “Just gonna 


play,” he said. “Could do it on the insides of your thighs, 
maybe, if you want. 


Back’s easier sometimes, less sensitive.” 


Denny’s breath caught, and his pupils flared wide and dark, 
but he didn’t 


pull his palm away. There was a moment when tension 
started to rise up under 


his skin, and Sully knew what was coming. Denny was 
gonna push his hand 


away, tell him to stop fucking around, shut down. He inhaled 
slowly and looked 


Sully in the eyes. 


“Do it again,” Denny breathed. “Here.” His fingers trailed 
over his chest. 


Sully rewarded him with a kiss, and sat up again to let the 
hot wax drizzle 


onto Denny’s chest. Along the centerline first to see how he 
reacted. Denny 


hissed in a breath and shivered, a chill coming up on his 
Skin, his nipples pulling tight. He was watching Sully with 
huge eyes, caution written all over his face. 


His body, though, was only talking pleasure. 


“Feel good?” Sully asked, dripping wax over one of Denny’s 
nipples. The 


way his dick was getting hard said it felt real good, but Sully 
figured Denny 


ought to get to say it himself. 


“Yeah.” Denny’s voice shook when he said it, like he was 
scared of Sully’s 


response. He was tense, skittish, even with Sully. But he 
liked the hurt. It was hard for him to deal with, that it turned 
him on. 
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Sully gave it to him on his other nipple, and then set the 
candle aside to heat 


up a bit. He wanted to heat Denny up a bit more, too. He 
leaned over and kissed 


him on the mouth. 


“You are so goddamn hot, sugar,” he whispered against 
Denny’s lips. 


“Looking at you gettin’ turned on like this makes me hard.” 
To prove it, Sully 


took hold of one of his boy’s hands and brought it to his 
dick, showing Denny 


how hard he was. For Denny, from watching him like the 
wax so much. 


Denny wrapped his hand—rough from driving and now from 
the crutches— 


around Sully’s dick and stroked. “You like it? You...God. You 
like me like this, 


Sully? | ain’t sure I’m any good at this stuff, but I like you 
doin’ this to me.” 


“There’s nothing to be good at, sugar. Just liking it or not.” 
Sully had a hard 


time talking right, with Denny’s hand around his dick like 
that. “I like you 


getting all hot and bothered, that’s what | like. Don’t matter 
much what’s doing it, long as it’s you feeling it.” 


“Is there something wrong with me, likin’ it?” Denny’s gold 
eyes were wide 


and dark like amber. He stopped stroking Sully and set his 
hand flat against 


Sully’s chest. “I mean, you think my head’s messed up, so 
I’m like this?” 


“Hell, no.” Sully covered Denny’s hand with his own, petting 
to soothe him. 


“Ain’t nothing wrong with liking what feels good.” 


“God, Sully, | thought being like this with you was the only 
thing wrong 


with me. But you hittin’ me made me feel good, like putting 
me where | 


belonged. Good and safe.” Denny was real upset and Sully 
didn’t like that one 


bit. “You think it’s ’cause my daddy used to beat me so 
much, like maybe | 


started likin’ it?” The words came out in a flood, and Sully 
had one of those rare glimpses of the fear that lay behind 
Denny’s angry. “’Cause if it’s like that, | don’t want it no 
more. I’m sorry, ‘cause | Know you like it, and | don’t got 
much else to give you, but | ain’t thinkin’ of you and him in 
the same spot in my head.” 
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“It doesn’t have damn thing to do with your daddy,” Sully 
told him, still 


petting his hand. It gave him something to do that wasn’t 
jumping in his truck 


and driving south to find Denny’s dad and beat the bastard 
bloody. “The right 


kind of hurting feels good to all kinds of folk. If it didn’t, 
there wouldn’t be whole damn stores and businesses to 
make and sell shit for folks to hurt each 


other with and do it right.” 


For once, something seemed to filter through Denny’s pretty 
little hard head. 


He wasn’t so stubborn that he’d deny that Sully did happen 
to find a shop what 


made stuff specifically for hitting someone right. “Okay.” He 
swallowed hard 


and nodded. “So you think other folks do this stuff? Normal 
folks? Like, married and everything?” 


“Absolutely damn sure.” Sully leaned over and kissed Denny 
again. That 


Denny was talking about it, instead of up and running off, 
was a good sign. “l 


seen plenty of normal folks, men and women, in the store 
when I go to get toys 


for you. Other places, like New York or San Francisco, where 
folks aren’t as 


uptight, they got whole streets of shops like that.” 


Denny looked real thoughtful, biting his lip and peeling the 
wax off his chest 


absent-mindedly, making a pile of it on his belly. He was 
obviously thinking 


right hard on the whole affair. Sully didn’t say anything 
more. He just waited 


and tried not to fuss. He wasn’t used to sitting around while 
Denny came to any 


kind of good conclusions. Used to be that ten seconds to 
think would have 


Denny dressed and out the door and not talking to him fora 
week. 


“So normal folks like it, some of ’em.” That was obviously a 
big part of 


whatever arguing was going on inside Denny. “You think 
maybe we're kinda 


like them?” He looked at Sully again. 
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“Some folks like different stuff in the bedroom. That don’t 
make ’em not 


normal,” Sully reasoned. “Some folks like that raw fish 
sushi, too, but | figure that’s their taste buds bein’ wired 
different from mine.” 


“You think maybe | want you like you hate sushi?” Denny 
was frowning so 


deep he was gonna give himself a headache. “I mean, 
normal, just wired up 


different from most folks?” He traced an aimless shape on 
Sully’s thigh with a 


finger, not looking at him. “Like there ain’t much different 
‘tween us and some 


normal guy and his wife who like gettin’ up to weird stuff in 
the bedroom?” 


“I figure that’s about right, yeah.” It was the first time 
Denny’d ever come 


close to saying they were just like everybody else. Times 
like this, it was easy to see how near Denny was to where 
he’d come from. All this time, and they’d only 


made it a couple steps from where they'd started. 


“I wish we was like most folks.” Denny’s voice broke, and he 
looked up at 


Sully with a hurt in his eyes that went down deep. “I want 
you to come when | 


have my operation. | don’t want to do it alone. If we were 
like everyone else, 


you'd be there. It ain’t so bad if you come, right?” He petted 
Sully’s thigh and said in a small voice, “Il wanted you there 
the other times. But | didn’t want no one to know.” 


Sully nodded. Denny had a hard time dealing with being gay 
when it was a 


secret. Folks knowing was the kind of thing that gave Denny 
nightmares. “It ain’t bad at all.” Sully bent over and kissed 
Denny on the mouth. “I’d wanna be there 


even if we were friends sharing a house like what we tell 
other folks. Nobody’Il think nothing of it, not if we don’t tell 
‘em different.” 


“Ain't their business what we do at home, right?” That was a 
damn sight 


better than Denny being endlessly terrified of what people 
might think. 
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“Not a bit.” Sully believed that, through and through. He 
didn’t look at 


anyone else and wonder what they did in the bedroom. He 
figured they better 


do him the same favor. 


“Good.” Denny took a deep breath and let it out with a 
shuddering sigh. It 


was like some weight came off him, and heat flared up in his 
eyes the next time 


he inhaled. “I want you,” he whispered, reaching for Sully. 


“I want you too, sugar.” Sully let Denny draw him in, let him 
lead the next 


kiss. Denny got his fingers in Sully’s hair and kissed him 
shamelessly. “I want 


you to do that to me again,” he whispered against Sully’s 
mouth. “Any of it. | 


like the candles. Feels good, hot and hurting.” 


“Whatever makes you feel good, sugar.” Sully kissed him 
fiercely. Denny 


needed to know how much that trust mattered to him. “l 
wanna get you all hot 


and bothered like that.” 


“Do it again,” Denny said, his voice trembling on the verge 
of breaking. “Do 


it everywhere, Sully. It’s like when you hurt me like that, my 
other hurts ain’t so bad no more.” 


Sully just wanted to make things better for Denny. He’d 
been having such a 


rough time lately. Always, really. He picked up the candle 
and drizzled the hot 


wax over Denny’s belly, careful not to drip any on his dick. 
That kind of sting 


might drive Denny right back outta bed. 


The first solash made him gasp, but seconds later, he was 
arching up, eyes 


closed, like he was begging for more. There wasn’t much 
hair on him. He was all 


smooth and creamy and gold—dark bronze when he got 
enough sun—and a 


little boyish. He closed his eyes, not looking to see what 
Sully was gonna do, 


arms spread out wide, trusting. Goddamn, he was gorgeous 
like that. 


Sully moved farther down the bed and dripped the wax over 
Denny’s hip 


and along the sensitive skin of his inner thighs. This time, he 
didn’t ask if Denny 120 
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liked it or not—his body was answering for him. He cried out 
softly, spreading 


his legs wide as best he could under Sully. He was hard, his 
dick twitching with every splash. Tremors kept running 
through him like something under his skin 


was on the verge of erupting. 


“Yeah, sugar. Just like that.” Sully moved so Denny could 
spread his legs, 


moved so he could drip that hot wax right up as close to 
Denny’s balls as he 


dared. 


Denny was being good for Sully, even with nothing holding 
him still. He 


was quiet, shuddering and breathing shallowly, eyes closed, 
back arched, 


muscles standing out. He wasn’t begging Sully for anything. 
It was like he was 


somewhere else, turned inward and focused on the 
sensations. Goddamn, he 


looked good like that. 


A few more drips, but Sully couldn’t resist anymore. He put 
the candle aside 


and slid between Denny's legs to lap at the wet tip of his 
cock. He tasted like he looked—like pure sex. 


Now, Denny cried out, but he didn’t touch Sully. He clenched 
his hands in 


the blankets. He still didn’t beg. After the first cry, he 
whimpered softly and 


gasped, shivering like he had a chill. 


Maybe it was teasing, but Sully didn’t suck Denny’s dick into 
his mouth. He 


wasn’t done yet. He pushed Denny’s legs up and apart. He 
knew how much 


Denny liked being rimmed, and he settled in and licked past 
Denny’s balls to 


give him some of that too. 


“Oh, God.” Denny arched and pulled his knees up, hands 
behind them to 


spread himself wide. 


That was what Sully wanted to hear. He hadn’t expected it, 
but tonight had 


been chock full of surprises. Denny was so much easier with 
it all since Sully’d quit working for Andy Mack and came 


home to Denny. The change was slow, 
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but it was finally happening. He used his hands to hold 
Denny in place and used 


his tongue to fuck him. 


Denny made all kinds of sweet, crazy noises. He sounded 
like he was right 


gone with pleasure, unable to make any words. It was the 
first time he’d been 


like that when he wasn’t strung up in the sling. 


When everything was wet and easy, Sully pushed a finger 
into Denny and 


knelt up to find the lube. It was in the bedside table, of 
course. All his work 


setting up the room with candles and such, and he’d left the 
damn lube out of 


reach. Sully finally got hold of it, and he pushed slippery 
fingers in one after the next until Denny was writhing on 
them. 


Denny loved Sully’s fingers about as much as he loved 
Sully’s cock and 


when Sully got him wound up, he was willing to say so once 
in a while. 


Sometimes, it seemed like every dry spell threatened to 
become endless, and 


Sully had no Say in it. But then it’d break, and Denny would 
be like this, begging with his spread-out body and his noises 
and needing Sully more than he needed 


air. 


Sully slicked his cock and rose up over Denny, pushing 
inside without a bit 


of teasing. Denny’d laid himself bare tonight. Sully couldn’t 
see not giving him what his body was begging for. Denny 
opened his eyes, wide and hazy, focusing 


on Sully’s face for the first time since he’d picked up the 
candle again. 


“Sully,” he whispered, almost like he’d forgot Sully was right 
there with 


him. He was tight and close already, full of those shivers he 
got when he was 


almost there. “Sully, | love you.” It sounded so innocent. 


Sully moved slow and kept kissing Denny, whispering, “l 
love you too, 


sugar.” 
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Denny wrapped his legs around Sully’s hips and his arms 
around Sully’s 


neck. “Harder,” he said with a whimper. “I need it, Sully.” He 
kissed Sully back, soft, frantic kisses. 


Sully could never refuse Denny a thing, especially not when 
he was asking 


sweet like that. “I got you, sugar,” he promised, bracing 
himself over Denny and fucking him harder, rolling his hips 
to get in deep every time. 


Denny wound the fingers of one hand in Sully’s hair, holding 
on real tight 


til Sully’s eyes stung with it, and he slid his other hand 
between them to jerk off. 


He let his head fall back, rocking to meet Sully’s thrusts, 
letting Sully drive those noises out of him. It didn’t take 
much to push him over the edge. 


Next thing, he was tight around Sully and painting his chest 
with thick 


streaks of come like he hadn’t got off in days. That felt so 
fucking good. Sully fucked him harder, faster, giving in to 
the heat boiling in his belly. 


Denny was still shuddering and breathing hard when Sully 
slowed down at 


last. Shocks ran through him, and he clung to Sully’s 
shoulders. He always 


looked lost when he came back from whatever place he 
went in his head when 


Sully gave him what he needed. He was looking at Sully, like 
he was waiting for 


Sully to tell him it was okay, that he was okay, that he 
hadn’t done a wrong 


thing. 


Sully wanted to fix things for Denny, to make everything 
Okay. For now, 


though, all he could do was give him kisses and shelter him 
with his body, and 


say, “You're okay, Sugar. You're so good. Ain’t nothin’ wrong 
with any damn 


thing what makes you feel that good.” 


Denny actually nodded and pulled Sully close to lie with 
him. “Ain’t 


nobody’s business but ours,” he said shakily. “Right, Sully?” 
He was a bit off- 


kilter, but not closed off, not like he used to get after even 
the plainest kind of sex a pair of fellows could have. 
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“That’s right, sugar.” Sully never woulda guessed a bit of 
kinky sex’d loosen 


Denny up and help him deal with being gay. If he had, he’d 
have started playing 


like this a long damn time ago. Either way, he was damn 
proud of Denny for 


trying. “Just you and me.” 


Denny nodded against Sully’s shoulder. “It’s private,” he 
said, after he 


caught his breath, and his voice had that stubborn tone that 
meant there wasn’t 


any moving him. 


“Nothing to be ashamed of. Just nobody’s damn business.” 
Sully nuzzled 


against Denny’s cheek, pressing kisses there. Denny was so 
torn up, sometimes, 


inside and out. Every little piece that settled into place 
made Sully a happy man. 


Denny sighed and relaxed under Sully, his grip on Sully’s 
shoulders sliding 


away. He was wore out, and he was looking sleepy already. 
That was a good 


thing. He seemed content where he was, even though he 
was a real mess. 


Sully gave him a few more kisses, then moved away to start 
cleaning up the 


wax. He’d have let it be, but some of the drips were in 
places Denny’d have to 


work to reach, and he didn’t want this to be anything Denny 
had to work at. 


Denny didn’t even fuss at being looked after. He watched 
Sully with half- 


lidded eyes, well-fucked and ready to turn in. There were no 
burns under the 


wax, just red that’d fade by morning. Denny made happy 
noises as Sully pulled 


off some of the long streaks, stretching once the wax was 
gone. Sully loved 


hearing those noises come out of him, especially now, when 
happy was 


something they had to work at. He stretched out next to 
Denny when he was 


done, shifting them both around to cradle him against his 
chest. 


“Feels good,” Denny admitted as he cuddled up close. He 
sighed and 


slumped against Sully. “I’m sorry I’m tired,” he said sadly. 


“How come?” Denny’d had a long day. Sully didn’t see a 
damn bit of reason 


why he shouldn’t be tired. Especially after Sully wore him 
out with talking and 
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fucking. “You go right on ahead and sleep, sugar. l'Il wake 
you up witha 


blowjob in the morning, start the day right.” 


“Don’t wanna be a burden on you.” Denny’s voice was 
Sleepy. “But it feels 


good when you take care of me. Sorry | can’t take care of 
you.” He petted Sully’s arm where it was wrapped around 
his chest. “I’m gonna try more, | promise.” 


“Don’t you worry about that, sugar.” Sully didn’t know how 
these fool ideas 


got into Denny’s head, but he was working hard to get rid of 
them. “You take 


care of me fine. | love it when you come like that. Turns me 
on like crazy.” 


“Okay, Sully.” The words were almost lost in a sleepy sigh, 
but there they 


were. 


Denny had been antsy all the way to Dr. Halder’s office at 
Mercy Hospital. 


He was used to making his way to the hospital by taxi, 
taking the elevator up the lacy glass-and-steel building to 
the twelfth floor and waiting patiently to see 


Halder, who was always late. But this time Sully’d come up 
to sit with him after he parked the truck. 


It wasn’t much of a waiting room, just an alcove with a 
cluster of chairs, at 


the end of a long hall. This was one of the first times he and 
Sully had ever been out of the house together when they 
weren’t working. They even did the 


shopping and stuff separately. That was weighing on Denny 
pretty hard. He was 


looking—and making like he wasn’t—at Sully sitting across 
from him, reading a 


sports magazine, and thinking on how he loved him and 
how he wished he was 


over there holding his hand. 


“Dr. Halder will see you now,” the plump nurse said. She 
gave Denny a fond 


smile. She was used to him by now. 
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Halder was a thin woman with dark skin, silvering hair, and 
long, clever 


fingers. Her nameplate on her big desk read Dr. Bhavna 
Halder. When Denny came limping in with Sully behind him, 
she stood. 


“Good day, Mr. Clay,” she said crisply, frowning at him like a 
disgruntled 


blackbird. Her accent was like a butler or someone out of a 
British movie. “Please sit, and take some weight off that 
foot. | wish that you had used the crutches 


today.” She smiled at Sully and held out her hand. “Good 
day, I’m Dr. Halder.” 


Denny tensed up, more from watching them meet than from 
the scolding. 


“Sully Price.” Sully gave her a charming smile and a light 
handshake, the 


kind he used when he was trying to sweet-talk a sponsor 
into giving the team 


more money. 


“Have a seat, Mr. Price.” Dr. Halder shot Denny a stern look 
as she went 


around to her side of the desk. There, she tapped at her 
computer until a few 


pictures of Denny’s bad leg came up on the screen, some 
kind of ultrasound, and 


other pictures that had all kinds of little numbers and colors 
on them, pointing to different parts of his leg. 


“| have good news, and | have bad news, Mr. Clay.” She kept 
tapping at the 


keyboard and then paused to point at the screen. “After your 
surgery, we were 


looking at a very good outcome. You seemed to have 
excellent nerve 


preservation in your leg. The good news is that it doesn’t 
seem that you’ve had 


too much loss in that area since. The bad news is that, in 
spite of the nerve 


preservation, your foot still isn’t working.” She referred to 
her files again. “Ah, yes. You're the driver. I’d forgotten that. 
It seems to me that being able to use your foot again would 
be particularly important to you.” 


Denny nodded, twisting his fingers together and feeling his 
foot throb as 


hard and fast as his heart was beating. “Yes, ma’am,” he 
said meekly. “It’s 


everything.” He tried to keep his voice steady. 
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“We have two problems to deal with.” Dr. Halder picked up 
some kind of 


pen-thing and drew right on her computer, making lines 
appear on the scans of 


his leg. “The first is an infection. That has to be causing you 
Significant pain. It’s clear how you’ve failed to seek 
treatment in a timely manner all along. You don’t feel the 
need for it.” She frowned at him and he felt like he was in 
high school again. “Your pain tolerance is too high for your 
own good, young man.” 


Denny couldn’t look at Sully, what with what they’d done in 
bed the other 


night, what they talked about. 


“That brings me to the other problem. The reason you're 
unable to walk or 


drive is an accumulation of scar tissue, likely caused by your 
failure to stay off that foot. | can open you up and clean up 
the scarring. This is the last time | can do it without 
damaging what we’ve salvaged and transplanted. 
Understand?” 


“You can fix it?” Nothing else mattered but that. 


“I can.” Dr. Halder folded her hands in front of her. “On one 
condition.” 


Denny caved and looked at Sully for reassurance. Suddenly 
his palms were 


Slick with sweat. “What is it?” He dragged his eyes back to 
the doctor. 


“You must stay off it.” Dr. Halder leaned forward to 
emphasize her words, 


glaring at Denny, and then turning to Sully. 


“If you are his friend at all, young man, you will do whatever 
it takes to keep 


him off that foot. | don’t care what you have to do. Tie him 
to his bed, order him the pornography channel, hire women 
of ill-repute, sit on him. | don’t care what you do. If he does 
not stay off it, he will not ever drive again.” 


Denny opened his mouth to protest that he had stayed off of 
it, but she 


pointed at him like she had a gun and not just her finger. 
“Do not dare tell me 


that you've stayed off of it, Mr. Clay. | Know your kind, and | 
know my job. No. 


More. Fooling. Around. You will follow my orders to the letter, 
or | will not do 
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this surgery. It can wait until you are more mature, if that’s 
what it takes. /can wait. Can you?” 


Denny swallowed hard. “No, ma’am. | can’t wait.” His voice 
came out thin. 


“I'll stay off it. | swear. | wanna drive again.” He looked 
sideways at Sully when Dr. Halder glared at him again. 


“He'll stay off it,” Sully said mildly. The look he gave Denny 
was anything 


but mild. He’d been keeping it to himself, all the things the 
doctor told him to do. 


There was no hiding it anymore, any of it, and now Sully 
knew how much he’d 


been fudging the rules before so Sully wouldn’t have to do 
more than his share. 


“Don’t you worry none, ma’am. You tell me what he can and 
can’t do. l'Il make 


sure he follows the rules this time.” 


“FIL schedule your surgery for my next available opening, 
Mr. Clay. That 


may be some weeks.” Dr. Halder started typing and her 
printer revved up. “No 


more physical therapy. I’m putting you on an antibiotic that 
should help with the pain more than those painkillers. It 
might be wise for you to forgo the 


painkillers, though. You don’t seem to need the help when it 
comes to overdoing 


it.” 


Denny bit his lip. He wasn’t taking the pain medication 
except when Sully 


made him. He didn’t like drugs. “Yes, ma’am,” he said 
meekly. 


“We're not going to touch your leg until the surgery, except 
for your basic 


exercises and soaking it at least every other day, and 
keeping it up according to these instructions. You will go 
back to the crutches immediately. You’re not to 


use your leg. At all.” She pointed at a cabinet across the 
room. “Mr. Price, there are crutches in there, please get a 
pair. They can be returned next visit. Mr. Clay, if that foot so 
much as touches the ground, Mr. Price or the nearest 
available 


friend should immediately inflict upon you whatever 
extreme humiliating 


consequences they can imagine. Here are your prescriptions 
and your 
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instructions.” She held them out for Sully. “Marcia will 
contact you with your 


scheduled surgery time. If you have not stayed off that foot, 
do not bother 


coming.” She glared at Denny. “I will know.” 


“Yes, ma'am.” For an educated woman, she was as mean as 
a junkyard dog. 


Sully gave the crutches to Denny, then got all the 
paperwork from the 


doctor. “Thank you kindly, ma’am,” he said, and Denny 
could hear that he 


meant it. He opened up the door for Denny and touched his 
elbow. “Let’s take 


you on home so’s you can get that foot put up.” 


“Yes, Sully,” Denny said, feeling put in his place. “Thank 
you, Dr. Halder.” 


“Take care of yourself, young man,” the doctor said, walking 
them to the 


door. “You’ve been given the chance for a better outcome 
than most. You're 


lucky not to have squandered it completely, no matter how 
hard you seem to be 


trying.” She saw them out and closed the door behind them. 
Denny was grateful 


for the escape. 


It wasn’t much of an escape, though. All the way outside, 
Sully was real 


quiet and Denny could see the anger building up in him. 


He shut Denny in the truck and turned toward him, propping 
one arm on 


the back of the bench seat and the other on the steering 
wheel. “You wanna tell 


me what the hell you were thinking?” 


“| was fine,” Denny protested. “I was. It ain’t my fault. | was 
bein’ careful!” It wasn’t his fault that it was really hard to do 
everything for himself on crutches. 


Sure, he didn’t use them enough, but... “I didn’t think it was 
that bad. | thought exercising it was good for it. It didn’t hurt 
that much.” He leaned against the 


door, feeling trapped. 


Sully sighed and pulled Denny up against him, rubbing a 
hand over the top 


of his head. “Okay, sugar. No more toughing it out. We’re 
gonna be real careful, make sure that doctor lady don’t have 
a reason in hell to say no to you, okay?” 
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Thank God Sully wasn’t mad. Denny slumped against him 
and let Sully hug 


him and he didn’t give a damn what anyone outside 
thought. Wasn’t any of their 


business, was it? They were in a fucking hospital parking lot 
—anyone gonna 


judge him for this needed a punch in the head. 


“I'll be careful, Sully. Swear to God.” He pushed his face into 
the curve of 


Sully’s neck and felt some strange hurt he hadn’t known he 
was holding fade out 


of his own neck and shoulders. “I’m gonna be real careful 
from now on.” 


“Damn right, you are.” Sully held him close and brushed a 
kiss over his 


forehead, up by his hairline. “An’ if you don’t... Well, that 
doctor gave me 


permission to tie you to the bed, an’ you know damn well l'Il 
do it.” 


Denny shivered at that and dared to nip Sully’s neck right 
there, in the truck, 


in the parking lot, his hand sliding over Sully’s thigh before 
he thought about 


what he was doing. 


“You ain’t makin’ me want to behave,” he said, then pulled 
away, his cheeks 


suddenly hot. He did up his seatbelt and looked over at Sully 
sideways, not sure whether to be pleased with himself or 
horrified, playing with fire like that in 


public. “But l'Il be good,” he promised. He reached out and 
petted Sully’s hand, down on the seat where no one could 
see. Ain’t nobody’s business but our own. 
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It didn’t take much to get things set up so Sully could be 
there after Denny’s 


surgery, what with him not having any family around. That 
didn’t keep Denny 


from being petrified through the preparations, though. The 
nurse kept offering 


him medicine for his nerves in case he was scared of the 
surgery coming up. 


Sully knew better. It was the way the nurse looked at them, 
kind as could be, 


and talked to them in a genuine way that should have put 
anyone at ease. 


Anyone but Denny. When she convinced him to take the 
pills, it was something 


of a mercy that they put him half to sleep. 


It was a good thing Sully was there, because when Dr. 
Halder came in to 


explain exactly what her plans were—and to scrawl Operate 
Here on Denny’s bad leg like someone might not be able to 
tell the difference—there was no way 


Denny could have kept up with what she was saying. Sully 
wasn’t sure he could 


have kept up with it even if he wasn’t drugged to the gills. 


Denny hadn’t gotten much out of high school. It didn’t make 
him stupid, but 


it sure made him frustrated when people used words he 
didn’t understand. Dr. 


Halder was more patient than she’d seemed, though, 
explaining to Sully where 


she was going to be cutting into Denny again and how she 
was going to leave 


tubes in to take away all the extra blood and stuff that could 
swell his leg up and kill off the nerves for good. 
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“You're his roommate?” Dr. Halder was reading her notes on 
a small 


computer tablet. “I don’t have anyone listed here.” 


“Yeah, I’m around.” Sully wanted so badly to look over her 
shoulder. 


“All this time?” She made an irritated noise that Sully knew 
well enough 


from Mama and Savvy. Men. God knew he felt like that 
about Denny half the time. 


“He’s not my momma,” Denny protested, waking up enough 
to defend 


himself. 


“I’m sure he’s fully capable of reading a few numbers ona 
drain,” Dr. 


Halder said. “And not brushing off anything that looks like an 
infection.” 


“| can surely do that.” Sully resisted the urge to stroke 
Denny’s hair. 


“Will you?” Dr. Halder fixed him with a sharp look. 
“Yes, ma’am.” Sully tried to look as responsible as possible. 


“| can take care of myself.” Denny glared at Sully. Talk about 
being caught 


between a rock and a hard place. 


“The evidence suggests otherwise, Mr. Clay.” Dr. Halder 
made a note on her 


tablet. “I suggest you allow Mr. Price to assist you as 
necessary. This is, after all, your last chance.” 


And that was that. Denny’s last chance. Sully passed the 
time by texting 


Savvy until she told him her thumbs were tired and the kids 
were home, then he 


read one worn-out magazine after another. There were other 
folks in the waiting 


room, but they were wrapped in their own worlds of anxiety. 
No one was talking 


to anyone they hadn’t come in with. 


“Mr. Price?” A young man in purple scrubs hovered at the 
threshold to the 


waiting area. “You can follow me to recovery.” 
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Sully’s legs grumbled at him the whole way down the hall. 
Sitting in waiting 


rooms wasn’t what he was used to—he’d be useless in a 
desk job. The orderly led 


him past some empty beds and pulled back a faded blue 
curtain. 


“Right here.” 


“Thanks,” Sully said automatically. He didn’t see the man 
leave. He was 


staring at Denny limp in the bed, eyes closed, face drained 
of color. After the 


crash, he hadn't been able to see him until the next 
morning, and he’d been 


awake. He’d never seen Denny like this. Just...not there. 


He dropped into the chair by the bed and, after a moment’s 
hesitation, petted 


Denny’s lank hair away from his face. He whimpered and 
tossed his head, 


Shaking Sully’s hand away, but Sully wasn’t going to be put 
off. He had to do 


something. 


This—all of it—was the goddamn worst experience of his 
life. He wanted to 


be able to fix things, to fix Denny, but the only thing he 
could do was sit here and wait. Wait, and hope those 
doctors’d done their jobs and maybe, if they were 


lucky and careful enough, Denny’d be able to walk—maybe 
even drive—when 


they finished. 


Hope never put food on the table, though, as Daddy always 
said. Sully had 


wasted a lot of time on hope and assumption, hurt Denny 
with it too. He’d work 


out how to keep Denny busy, help him build some kind of 
future. Maybe 


convince him to go back to school—that would be a start. 
He wasn’t gonna sit 


around and wait for the bottom to fall out of Denny’s life. 
Denny needed him to 


have faith that they could make it without racing. 


“Hush, baby,” he murmured, trying to soothe Denny’s 
whimpers. Denny 


needed his rest. That, at least, he could help with. 


“Nah bayee,” Denny said adamantly. A frown lined his pale 
forehead and 


dragged down the corners of his dry mouth. 
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Sully couldn’t help smiling. “I know, sugar.” 


Denny subsided into sleep for a while, leaving Sully to 
wonder if his boy was 


okay. The monitor over the bed said his heart was beating 
Slow but, if Sully 


remembered right, the blood pressure numbers looked okay. 
He wished he’d 


done more research. 


A nurse came by and checked the box on the IV pole Sully 
had hardly 


noticed. Something clear was coming through the tube, 
from two bags and 


through the box, into Denny’s veins. 
“Should he be awake yet?” Sully asked her, real quiet. 


“Everyone wakes up differently. If he feels sick, there’s a 
pan.” She pointed 


to a steel dish on the table by his elbow. “He might complain 
of a sore throat or not being able to breathe. The anesthetic 
does that. You can get some ice chips 


over by the nursing station, and some water. That might 
help him. Call us if 


you're worried, though.” 


She left again, and Sully ventured out to find the station 
she’d mentioned. 


The place was busy, and the nurses all looked run off their 
feet. Some lady at the far end of the room was raising a 
fuss. Sully found the water, ice chips and a 


couple washcloths. He felt like he was walking around in an 
alien world. 


Back at Denny’s bed, he pulled the curtains as far as they’d 
go. They 


wouldn’t close at the end, but they did give some privacy. 
Sully dipped a cloth in the water and sponged Denny’s dry 
lips, wiped his face. If Sully hadn’t been 


here, Denny would have woken up alone, and no one would 
have had the time 


to spare for him. 


“Wish you'd let me be here before,” he said softly. “You 
done without 


someone to look after you enough for one lifetime already.” 


After what seemed like way too long, Denny raised the hand 
that didn’t 


have the IV in it and rubbed at his throat, coughing. 
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“Hey, sugar. Open your eyes.” Sully moved in close to touch 
Denny’s 


shoulder, cautiously. When Denny’s gold eyes opened up, 
Sully could finally 


breathe. “You’re doin’ fine.” 


The instant Denny really saw Sully, the tension went out of 
him and his eyes widened, a smile tugging at his chapped 
lips. 


“Sully.” It was like he packed a whole speech about how 
happy he was to 


see him right into his name. “You're here.” He sounded kind 
of amazed about 


that, like he’d never expected to get so lucky. 


It felt damn good. “I’m right here, sugar. Been here the 
whole time.” Sully 


wanted to kiss him, but instead, he said, “I wouldn’t wanna 
be anywhere else.” 


“M awake, right?” Denny snuck his hand over toward Sully. 
“M cold.” 


Sully pulled another blanket up over him and laced their 
fingers together 


underneath the safety of the soft cotton. “You better be 
awake,” he said, 


squeezing Denny’s hand. “I’ve been here too damn long for 
this to be one of your dreams.” 


Denny didn’t even look around before he breathed, “Love 
you, Sully.” He 


was Sleepy, still, like his gold lashes were too heavy to hold 
up. “I was havin’ 


bad dreams without you.” 


“Love you too, sugar.” Sully was sure the nurses knew damn 
well he was 


Denny’s lover, and they were hidden from everyone else’s 
view, so he went 


ahead and leaned in, giving Denny a little breath of a kiss. 
“No more bad 


dreams.” 


The kiss made Denny’s eyes wide, and then he relaxed, 
squeezing Sully’s 


hand. He smiled, looking all over peaceful. “You think it went 
okay?” He 


sounded like it hurt to talk. 


“You're awake. That’s what matters.” Time was the only 
thing that could 


answer Denny’s question. “We don’t need to be worrying 
about that right now. 
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You just rest.” Sully got the ice chips, fed him one, and 
stroked his hair away 


from his face. For once, Denny behaved and let Sully take 
care of him. 


They made him go while they moved Denny to his room for 
the night. A 


fellow would think it couldn’t take more than fifteen minutes 
to wheel a gurney 


to the elevator and to a room and move Denny into bed. 
Instead, he was left to 


his own devices for two hours without a word from anyone. 


Finally, one of the orderlies popped into the waiting room to 
tell him that he 


could see Denny. “lIl take you to his room, now,” he said, 
giving him a smile 


and a wave. 


It was about damn time. He gave the fellow his best 
charming smile and got 


up out of the itty bitty chair that’d turned his ass numb. 
“Thank you kindly.” 


Denny’s bed was at the end of a four-person room. When he 
saw Sully, he 


looked like a man catching sight of a lifeline. No privacy 
here. The nurse led 


Sully over to Denny and left them alone. As alone as they 
could be with three 


other folks and their families crowding around. 


“Hey.” Sully settled on the side of the bed. “How’re you 
feelin’?” 


“Tired.” The hand Denny snuck toward him was shaky. 
“Hurts.” Oh, sugar. 


He caught up Denny’s hand in his. Wasn’t like Denny to say 
anything hurt, ever. 


“You want me to get a nurse in here to give you some of 
those painkillers?” 


“Can't have no more just yet.” Denny looked more scared 
than he had going 


into surgery. Now, he was hanging on to Sully’s hand as 
tight as he could 


manage, his icy fingers digging in. “l'Il be fine,” he said, 
trying to straighten up in bed. 


“You sure will.” Sully hated that Denny was in pain. Every 
damn thing they 


did to make this better for him ended up hurting him more. 
He stroked Denny’s 


messy golden hair out of his face. “It’s all gonna be fine.” 
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Denny closed his eyes and leaned into the touch. “I don’t 
wanna stay,” he 


whispered. “I told th’ nurse to ask if | could go home tonight, 
maybe.” 


“We'll see what they say,” Sully told him. There were drains 
in Denny’s leg. 


Dr. Halder would be by to check and see how much blood 
was in them and see 


how her handiwork turned out. It wasn’t likely she’d let him 
go anywhere 


tonight. Sully couldn’t tell Denny that, though. “If you gotta 
Stay, l'Il stay with you somehow. You don’t gotta stay here 
by yourself, sugar.” 


“You don’t need to be in this place the whole night.” Denny 
shook his head 


and sagged into the pillows. “l'Il prob’ly sleep anyway.” He 
sighed heavily, 


looking too young and too old at once. “I jus’ wanna sleep at 
home.” 


Sully’d already been there all day. A few more hours spent 
sleeping 


wouldn’t make much difference to him, but spending that 
time with Denny sure 


would. 


Sully pulled the curtains around Denny’s bed as tight as he 
could. If Denny 


couldn’t have more of them painkillers, then there wasn’t 
any reason for that 


nurse to come in here. That meant there wasn’t any reason 
for Sully to keep from crawling up into the bed on Denny’s 
good side and wrapping him up in his 


arms. “We'll get you home just as soon as we can, sugar.” 


Denny didn’t make a peep of protest, even with those folks 
just beyond the 


thin green curtain. He let Sully hold him. He must’ve been 
feeling like hell for that to happen. “Okay, Sully,” he 
murmured. “Doesn’t hurt too bad now.” 


Denny’s hair was lank, and the strange scent of the drugs 
was coming 


through in his blood. As he drifted off, one hand clenched in 
Sully’s shirt, his head got heavy on Sully’s shoulder. Sully 
lay there, his back all cramped up 


against the cold, hard headboard, and felt some tiny spark 
of happy flare up 


deep inside. He wanted so bad to take Denny’s pain, but to 
have Denny finally 


let him be close—no matter where they were—couldn’t help 
but make him 
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happy. How the hell had he not realized that this was what 
he was giving up 


when he let Denny kick him out on the road? 


Being laid up in bed for a couple weeks wasn’t as bad as 
Denny had 


expected. He was getting better, and he might allow that it 
was due to his good 


behavior. With how Sully was looking after him, and with the 
brand-new 


computer Sully’d bought to keep him busy, it wasn’t quite 
as hard to be careful. 


More than that, with him and Sully settling in like this was a 
forever kind of 


thing between them, it felt like there was something worth 
taking care of himself for. He poured a cup of coffee from 
the thermos Sully’d left him and waited for 


his English Literature course webpage to load. He still 
wasn’t sure he ought to be wasting time on schooling, what 
with how he’d barely made it out of high 


school, but Sully had a point about how Denny wasn’t doing 
anything right now 


anyway, so he might as well try. 


When he closed his eyes and took a drink of coffee, he could 
see Sully in 


their kitchen making it. Their kitchen. 


The surgery had changed everything for him, and it didn’t 
have a damn 


thing to do with his leg. He couldn’t think on it too long most 
days, but he did think on it a lot, how people’d looked at him 
and Sully when they were together 


at the hospital. Like they knew he was with Sully, and not 
like friends. It hadn’t been bad at all. What really scared him 
was the way wanting folks to know was creeping over a 
corner of his heart like wild vine. 


He scrolled through the grade report for the result of his first 
paper. He’d left it until after seeing Dr. Halder—what with 
not being able to focus beforehand— 


and he’d been worn out with relief after. He wasn’t 
expecting much good. Eighty 
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percent. If someone told him in high school that he’d be 
disappointed with a B+, he’d’ve laughed at them. 


He sighed and clicked on the button that confirmed he'd 
seen his mark and 


agreed with it. He agreed with it. He didn’t agree with 
himself for earning it. 


There wasn’t much he got to do right these days. 


Sully insisted that Denny do nothing. All day. Except for the 
little bit of 


physical therapy to keep his leg healing right, he spent his 
time on his ass with his foot in the air. He glared at it and 
wiggled his toes. Sully wasn’t letting him get away with 
sneaking around behind Dr. Halder’s back even if his foot 
hardly 


hurt anymore. 


Denny could deal with boredom. He could deal with getting 
fat. What he 


couldn’t deal with was Sully working long days and some 
weekends to pay their 


bills, doing all the housework and cooking. Sully always 
looked tired, these days. 


Folks said “for better or for worse”, but Denny was damn 
tired of being the 


worse half of him and Sully. 


Damn it. Denny could do something for him. He opened a 
new window in 


his browser. It wasn’t much, but maybe he could give him a 
nice massage, help 


him sleep better. Sully liked giving them a lot, seemed like. 
Maybe he liked 


receiving them too. Just thinking about it made Denny feel 
better. 


How to give an erotic massage. Well, hell. Didn’t normal 
folks do anything normal-like? Denny was looking for how to 
do a backrub right, and that came 


up. Seemed he’d kinda underestimated what folks were 
getting up to outta sight. 


Give your partner the ultimate relaxation experience. Create 
a better bond between lovers. Add a new dimension to your 
love life. That didn’t sound too bad. 


He kept reading. They had the oil because Sully kept fussing 
over him and 


trying to make him feel better. He could learn the rest and 
surprise him. He 
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clicked on the link for male partner. His eyes widened when 
he saw where these folks thought you ought to be rubbing 
to give someone erotic relaxation. 


He took a deep breath and manned up. What the hell. He 
could manage 


touching Sully there. Wasn’t like Sully was shy about any 
part of Denny. The 


idea made his cheeks go hot. Maybe they’d both enjoy it. 


Between looking up all manner of stuff on the internet—and 
nearly setting 


his hair on fire from embarrassment while looking at some 
of it—and doing his 


homework, the day went by pretty fast. A bit before Sully 
was due home, Denny 


cleaned himself up and didn’t bother getting dressed again. 
He forced himself to look in the mirror. He wasn’t fat. Sure, 
not solid muscle, and his skin was real pale, but he wasn’t 
ugly, maybe. 


Sully went on a lot about Denny being hot as far as he was 
concerned, but 


Denny was downright terrified, hanging about in the 
altogether and waiting for 


his man to come home. What if Sully didn’t like him that 
much anymore and was 


just saying stuff to make him feel better? Lying on the bed, 
chin in his hands, 


reading more about massage therapy from his computer, he 
had to force himself 


not to pull on clothes and give up on the whole stupid idea. 


He didn’t have time to stew too long. Sully was home right 
on time. Noises 


from downstairs said he was tossing his boots in the front 
closet, and then he 


came thudding up the stairs. “Hey, sugar, I’m gonna...” His 
voice trailed off as 


he stopped in the bedroom doorway, and he made a 
humming sound. “Hey, 


there.” 


Oh. Oh. That made Denny want to wriggle like a puppy. “l 
missed you.” 
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It was the only thing his brain would come up with, what 
with how damn 


hot Sully was, all mussed from work. His hands were still a 
little dirty, the way they were no matter how he scrubbed. 
Dirty and rough. 


God, he wanted to... He hadn’t been this wound up over 
Sully in a long 


time. “What were you saying?” 


“Damned if | remember now.” Sully took a couple steps into 
the room, and 


stopped. “Shower. l'Il be quick.” He took another long look 
at Denny, and then 


turned around and headed for the bathroom. Seconds later, 
the water turned on. 


If that didn’t beat all. Massage first, Denny reminded 
himself. He checked to 


make sure he had everything he needed, towels and oil and 
blankets, and closed 


up his computer to put it aside. 


As promised, it didn’t take Sully long to wash off the day’s 
Sweat and grime. 


He came in with his dark red hair wet and his tanned skin 
shiny and damp. 


“Don’t you look good enough to eat,” he murmured, 
crawling up onto the 


bed beside him. 


“Look who’s talkin’.” Denny got a hand in that hair and 
pulled him in fora 


hot, fierce kiss. God, where had Denny been that he’d 
stopped wanting Sully 


more than he could stand? “I do miss you,” he whispered 
against Sully’s lips. 


“And | want to take care of you. You’re always takin’ care of 
me so good.” 


“You can do whatever you want, sugar.” Sully nuzzled in for 
another kiss. 


“But you know you don’t need to do nothin’. | don’t mind 
taking care of you.” 


“You can take care of me as much as you want.” He never 
thought he’d say 


those words, but it was damn useless to pretend like it 
wasn’t happening. “But | can’t stand not takin’ care of you 
too. | feel better.” He felt amazing. Sully was giving him tiny 
kisses, his hands were sliding over Sully’s sleek body, and 
he 


was already hard just from this. “I gotta give you 
something.” Gently, he nudged Sully over. “Lemme take 
care of what’s mine.” 


www.samhainpublishing.com 
141 
Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 


Sully rolled onto his back real easy. “I’m yours.” He said it 
like he meant it, 


like it mattered. 


Denny knelt over him and looked at all that pretty that was 
his. “I never saw 


anything | wanted more.” It was true. He tried not to say 
stupid stuff, but right now, the way Sully was looking at him, 
he didn’t feel dumb. “I’m the luckiest 


jackass in the world.” 


He snagged the bottle of oil and filled one palm. At least he 
still had his 


hands working. When he started, it was with the taut lines 
of Sully’s neck, 


leaning in for another tender kiss before he got too far away 
to steal more. 


Sully hummed, letting Denny’s hands work him over nice 
and slow. He 


opened up his mouth under Denny’s and kissed him back 
real sweet, like 


Denny’d said exactly the right thing. Denny might not get to 
do much right these days but this... He wanted to do it right 
over and over again. 


He soothed the tension in Sully’s neck and face, indulged in 
Smoothing out 


the knots in his big chest and arms, lavished attention and 
kisses on his work- 


scarred hands. This was as much of a treat for him as Sully, 
he realized. He’d 


never allowed himself to worship Sully, and Sully deserved 
it. He couldn’t 


remember why, in all the time they’d been together, he’d 
never let himself 


explore Sully like this. He really was beautiful, more than 
Denny’d ever guessed. 


Stroking the hollows of Sully’s hips, trailing fingers through 
his pubic hair, 


Denny had to push aside the urge to lick and suck his thick, 
heavy cock. Later. 


He kissed Sully’s belly tenderly. “Turn over,” he murmured, 
moving out of the 


Way. 


Once Sully’d rolled over, already limp and sleepy—and, 
damn, that made 


him feel stupidly proud—he started again from Sully’s feet. 
Leaning into a car all day, bending and lifting parts, pushing 
cars around—it took such a toll on the 


body. Denny remembered how he would ache when he was 
a kid and working 
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the pit for older drivers. He took his time and wrung every 
bit of hurt he could out of Sully’s long, powerful legs. 


Had he ever let himself press kisses to Sully’s feet, or the 
creases at his 


knees? God, he’d been scared of wanting him so long, he’d 
never given up and 


just done it. 


When he got to Sully’s curvy ass—and, God, Sully had the 
finest ass—he 


pressed kisses to the dimples at his hips. Sexy. 


He made himself move to work on Sully’s neck where he 
was always 


rubbing like it hurt. When he’d soothed all the way to the 
small of Sully’s back, he poured out more oil and kept going. 
He hadn’t done all that reading for 


nothing. Parting Sully’s thighs, he sat between them and 
started rubbing oil into that gorgeous ass. He was gentle, 
trying to pay attention to Sully like they’d said, as he 
worked down and then up Sully’s inner thighs, getting his 
thumbs rubbing 


up toward forbidden territory. 


He wondered if Sully’d open up for him. Tenderly, he kissed 
Sully’s 


tailbone, trying to say he’d take good care of him. Promise. 
Slowly, Sully’s legs slid farther apart with the pressure from 
Denny’s hands, his whole body still 


relaxed and easy. 


Denny kept going, working at the knots at the base of his 
spine, kissing the 


curves of ass and thighs, touching everywhere he could. 
He’d already forgotten 


to be nervy. He was lost in getting to touch. His thumbs slid 
along the crease 


where Sully’s ass met his thighs, and into the shadowed 
warmth behind his balls. 


He wanted to turn Sully on. 


Touching that hidden place wrung a moan out of Sully. He 
arched like he 


wanted more, and his dick was hard under him. 
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Denny bit back a moan of his own and slid his thumbs up. 
He was half- 


scared to do it, not knowing how he'd feel about it, but 
looking at Sully laid bare for him just brought a rush of hot 
lust that nearly staggered him. 


“So pretty, Sully,” he murmured. He kept moving, his slick 
hands trembling 


as he stroked the crinkled, soft skin around Sully’s hole. 
Sully sucked in a breath and dragged his arms up by his 
head, but then he laid still and let Denny touch 


him. Denny hardly remembered how to breathe for wanting 
him. Nothing was 


as beautiful as Sully. All of him. 


Denny kept doing what he could remember to do through 
the haze of need 


he felt. He kneaded from the base of Sully’s spine to his 
balls, learning that 


tender, secret skin. His palms and fingers kept working the 
swells of Sully’s 


muscular ass, working out the tension as his thumbs rubbed 
up behind Sully’s 


balls. But he couldn’t help sliding the pads of his thumbs 
around Sully’s hole, 


watching and feeling Sully slowly opening for him. 


Sully’s breath came faster, but he’d stayed quiet right up 
until then. “C’mon, 


sugar,” he said, his voice coming out like a growl, like it did 
when he got real turned on. He pushed up too, his hips right 
up against Denny’s hands. 


Denny knew exactly what Sully wanted, and the realization 
went through 


him like lightning. He slid the fingers of one hand over 
Sully’s hole again and 


grabbed the oil with the other. A shimmery drizzle made 
everything slicker, and 


one of his fingers slid inside so easy, not even a push 
behind it. Denny’s blood was loud in his ears. He had to 
struggle to hear Sully over the roar of it. 


“Yeah,” Sully purred, letting his body slide back to the bed. 
His legs were 


spread wide, and he pulled one knee up, letting Denny 
touch everything. 


Denny made himself breathe. He’d never seen Sully like 
this. He’d never let 


him be like this. He kept moving, opening Sully up for him, 
Sliding another 


finger in, and stroking from the inside out. Sully deserved to 
feel good. He 
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pushed his fingers in deep to find that sweet spot. Sully 
shivered all over and 


sounds of pleasure kept escaping with his breaths. 
“You gonna fuck me like this?” 


The thought had never occurred to him, not even now. 
Wasn't his place to go 


fucking Sully. That didn’t matter none, though, not if Sully 
wanted him. “If you want me.” When he looked at himself, 
his own dick was dark and hard with 


wanting it. 


“I want you.” Sully sounded raw and needy. He arched up 
against Denny’s 


fingers again, taking them in to the last knuckle. 


Oh, God. Denny knew what getting fucked was like, but he 
didn’t have a clue about doing it, except that he’d had years 
of watching Sully. He slid a third 


finger into Sully, his breath catching at the awareness of 
what he was doing as 


much as the sensation. He wasn’t going to back down now. 
He’d set out to make 


Sully feel loved, head to toe, and he wasn’t stopping. 


Fucking Sully with his fingers, he grabbed the lube from the 
table with his 


other hand to slick his cock. The feel of his hand on his cock 
and his fingers in Sully all at once was almost too much. He 
was making noises deep in his throat 


by the time he drew his fingers out of Sully. 


“You want it like this?” he managed to say. “Or you want on 
your knees?” 


God, he wanted Sully and he wanted him now. He was 
surely not used to feeling this way. 


“Want you.” Sully shuddered and let out another little groan. 
“Just...” 


Denny’s hands were unsteady, but he guided his cock into 
place and let 


Sully take him in. He was gasping, raw and desperate, trying 
to keep control as 


Sully’s slick, tight hole let him in. His legs were unsteady, 
but neither hurt—he felt perfect. 
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Sully was breathing hard, taking slow, deep breaths as he 
let Denny into 


him. “Just like that, sugar. Just...slow and easy. ’S been a 
real damn long time.” 


Denny pressed soft kisses to Sully’s shoulders and was 
careful not to move 


faster than Sully’s body wanted. He knew what it felt like to 
have Sully sink into him, the momentary struggle of 
impulses that gave way to a need that felt like it was eating 
him alive. 


Sully was so damn tight, but after a minute or two, he 
relaxed under Denny. 


He hummed, sounding like he was feeling good all over. 


Denny pressed his lips to Sully’s shoulder, trying to pull 
himself together. 


“My Sully.” 


Then, because he wanted Sully to feel good, he pushed 
himself up and 


started moving slow, learning Sully’s body as he went. Sully 
wasn’t quiet or 


still—he could tell by the moans and the ripples of his 
muscled back when he got it right. He kept moving, harder 
and faster as he got the hang of it, meeting 


Sully’s body again and again. 


He would never have guessed that, doing this, he’d be full 
up with fierce 


warmth—love and possessiveness at once. It washed away 
the lurking, cold fear 


he’d had that it sometimes disgusted Sully to be like this 
with him. He stopped 


trying to stay quiet. Sully deserved to know how good he 
made him feel. 


It was all he could do not to come with the way Sully was so 
tight around 


him. Sully groaned, tilting his hips to take him deeper in. 


“Fuck me, Sugar. C’mon. You can... Jus’ let go. Give it to me. 
| wanna feel 


you come this way.” 


Denny couldn’t say no to that. He whimpered and shook, 
ducking his head 


to watch his cock pushing into Sully over and over again. 
“C’mon, sugar. Yeah. Like that.” 
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“Oh God, Sully.” He tried to be gentle, but he ended up 
crying out, fucking 


him hard with uneven strokes. Sully was making low, hungry 
sounds with every 


thrust and hearing them pushed him past the edge. 


Suddenly he was bucking against Sully’s ass and coming, 
barely in control of 


himself. It was so good, better than he’d ever imagined, 
feeling Sully shuddering in response as his own pleasure 
raced through him. 


“God. Sully.” He tried to catch his breath, pressing up to 
Sully’s back as they 


curled up together on their sides. He petted over Sully’s hip 
and his belly, 


moaning and hearing the same noise from Sully when his 
fingers brushed Sully’s 


hard dick. 


Sully laced his fingers with Denny’s and brought Denny’s 
hand up to his 


mouth, kissing it lightly. “You okay? Didn’t hurt yourself, did 
you?” 


“I’m good.” Denny couldn’t even remember why Sully’d 
worry about him 


right now. He felt incredible. “Perfect.” He moved to roll 
Sully over onto his 


back, pouncing him and kissing him hard. “Just perfect.” 
God, Sully was the 


hottest thing on earth. Denny was not nearly done with him. 


Groaning, Sully laced his fingers into Denny’s hair, holding 
him there for 


hot, deep kisses. He arched up to rub his body against 
Denny’s, letting him feel that hard cock sliding against him. 
He wanted it in his mouth. He didn’t feel 


anything but love and adoration, nothing but good. He 
kissed Sully hard one more time. 


He didn’t want to be fearful anymore. God, let it last. He 
breathed in Sully’s scent and licked the slick head of Sully’s 
dick before looking up at him for 


approval. 


Sully’s dark blue eyes were wide. “Feels good, sugar.” His 
voice was 


unsteady and so was his hand when he pushed a lock of hair 
out of Denny’s face. 


“You can have that, if you want it.” 
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“I want you.” He kissed the tips of Sully’s fingers and then 
let himself have what he wanted so much. Sully’s dick was 
hot and thick, and he curled one hand 


around the base as he went down on it. He wanted nothing 
except to make Sully 


feel that this was more than worth everything he’d given up 
to be here. 


“You’ve got me.” Sully held real still, but Denny could hear 
how much he 


liked it, the way his voice sounded hot and rough like 
sandpaper. “Goddamn, 


that feels good.” 


Moaning, he took Sully’s cock in until it hit the back of his 
throat and made 


him shudder with being filled up. Sully was the only man 
he’d ever wanted like 


this. He let himself go, licking and sucking and giving 
himself up to Sully, 


begging Sully to let go in turn. 


Sully wound his hands in Denny’s hair again, but he didn’t 
try to make him 


do anything. He just held on while Denny sucked him. 


“Yeah. Fuck...” Sully’s voice trailed off on a groan. It didn’t 
take long before 


he was shuddering and leaking into Denny’s mouth. The 
sounds he made were 


getting rougher, coming faster, as his balls pulled up tight 
against his body. 


Denny wanted him to come so bad, wanted to feel it and 
taste it. He hadn’t 


felt this good in years, maybe ever. No one but Sully could 
see him, no one knew, wasn’t no one’s business how he was 
fucking his mouth on Sully’s big cock and 


moaning like he couldn’t stop. He slid his hand down to cup 
Sully’s balls, fingers stroking back and finding him sticky 
with his come. That made him shudder and 


he growled around Sully’s cock, sucking hard. 


That did it for Sully. His hips jerked, and he came in a hot 
rush that flooded 


Denny’s mouth. Denny couldn’t get enough, fighting the 
hands in his hair to 


keep sucking even after Sully was still and all he could taste 
was sweet, clean 


Skin. 
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Sully tugged gently, pulling him off his dick. “C’mere, 
Sugar,” he urged 


quietly. “Come on up here where I can kiss you.” 


He should have hated anyone getting a handful of his hair, 
but it turned him 


on like crazy right now. He slithered up Sully’s sleek, oiled 
body and wound his arms around Sully’s neck. 


Sully rolled them over so he was sheltered under Sully’s big, 
solid body. 


Denny was just about vibrating with joy. He was afraid he’d 
fly apart with being so happy, if Sully wasn’t holding him 
together. 


Sully looked at Denny lying naked and practically glowing in 
his arms, and 


he was totally blown away by how things had changed just 
since he’d come 


home. He’d learned how things fell apart behind his back 
sometimes because 


Denny was so damn private, and he’d taken steps to look 
over his shoulder since 


then. Seemed like things could get fixed the same way. 
Denny was a hell of a 


ride, that was for sure. 


Sully gave his boy a smile and kissed his palm. “I don’t 
know what | did to 


deserve all this, but I’m sure gonna try to do it again.” 


“Just being you.” Denny sighed and nuzzled Sully’s shoulder. 
“I was 


thinking what | could do nice for you without messin’ up. | 
figured | could look up on my computer how to give you a 
nice massage. | think | did it right.” He 


looked at Sully from under his long lashes. 


“I think so too.” Sully ducked his head and gave him another 
kiss, this time 


on his mouth. “Best massage | ever had.” Best all kinda 
things he’d ever had, and not one of 'em he’d ever 
expected from Denny. 


“lam damn tired of me being fucked up.” Denny kept 
talking, low. “I used 


to think if | could be straight, I’d never look back. Used to 
pray for it, even after we were together. | don’t feel that way 
now. | never thought anyone’d love me, 
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and here you go doin’ it year after year. | wanna be good for 
you that way. | 


wanna be done with the shit.” 


“Ah, sugar...” Getting over that stuff wasn’t easy, and this 
might not be the 


end of it for Denny, but Sully was damn glad to hear he 
wanted to be here with 


him. “I want you to be happy.” 


“lam. 'Cause of you.” Denny looked up at him. “You are 
dumber’n a post 


for lovin’ me, Sully Price. But I’m glad you do. And | wanna 
get my hands on 


you again and again.” His eyes flashed with heat, and he 
pulled himself up to 


kiss Sully hard like he was ready to do everything again. At 
Denny’s age, he 


probably was ready to do everything again. Sully kissed him 
back, hot and slow. 


“You liked that?” Sully nuzzled up under Denny’s jaw to kiss 
the soft skin 


there. Denny’d never shown any interest in fucking him 
before, so Sully’d never 


bothered saying he liked that kinda thing. 


“Yeah. | just...yeah.” Denny rolled him over and pinned him 
to the bed, 


hands tight on his shoulders, knees on either side of his 
hips, eyes hot. “I never did that before. | never ’xpected it. 
But, yeah, | liked it. Not better’n | like you fuckin’ me, ’cause 
| love you fuckin’ me, Sully, but if you want it, yeah...” 


He never talked like that, never admitted how much he 
loved being fucked 


unless Sully was right in the middle of fucking him. If this 
was what Denny was 


like when he was feeling good about himself, well, Sully sure 
wasn't 


complaining. He opened up to Denny’s kiss and ran his 
hands down Denny’s 


bare back to get a good hold of his ass. 


“"S been a long damn time since | did that.” Years and 
years, long before 


he’d even met Denny. “But, yeah, | want it.” 


Denny looked damn pleased to hear it and actually wriggled 
his ass in 


Sully’s hands. “Me too.” He leaned in and kissed Sully 
shamelessly, hot and 


demanding, his tongue claiming Sully’s mouth for his own. 
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Sully could taste himself on Denny’s tongue and he could 
feel the ache from 


where Denny’d fucked him, and he felt good all over. It had 
been hard to keep 


faith that things’d get better—and he’d hardly known how 
bad they were until 


the last little while. Now, like coming around a corner, it was 
changing. 


“I thought | was gonna make you feel good,” Denny 
murmured, pulling 


away to kiss and nip from Sully’s throat to his chest. “Just 
showed myself we 


been together this whole time and I never looked at you like 
you was mine. 


Didn’t expect that one bit. | ain’t gonna stop lookin’ ever 
again, Sully.” 


“I’m all yours, sugar. Whether you’re looking or not.” Sully 
ran his hand 


over Denny’s hair, letting out a sigh. Denny’s teeth were 
Sharp and sweetly 


painful on his nipples. He’d always known Denny was his, 
almost from the start. 


Denny’d felt it too, and Sully had seen how much it scared 
him back then. 


“Makes me want you like crazy.” It didn’t sound a thing like 
Denny’s usual 


grudging admission. It sounded like pure sex. He stretched 
out against Sully’s 


body and kissed up under his jaw with a little growl. He 
didn’t stop at one kiss, either. That kiss led to other kisses 
and bites and sexy noises, and his hardening dick pushing 
against Sully’s belly. 


Sully rolled them on over so he was on top of Denny and 
dipped his head to 


catch Denny’s mouth in a fierce kiss. It was his turn. Getting 
a hand between 


them, he curled his fingers around Denny’s dick and 
muttered, “Works both 


ways, Sugar.” 


Goddamn, but there wasn’t a day went by that he didn’t get 
hit right in the 


gut with how much he wanted Denny. 


Denny arched under him, sweet and wanting, his arms 
going around Sully’s 


neck as his dick pushed into Sully’s hand. He kissed Sully 
back like it had new 


meaning to it. His entire body, still slim and wiry under the 
softness from being 
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laid up so long, was humming with energy. His tension was 
gone like he’d 


forgotten he used to want none of this. 


“You want somethin’, sugar?” Sully loved feeling Denny 
respond like that, 


like he was giving it all up for him. He stroked Denny’s dick, 
letting it slide slick and heavy through his hand. “Anything 
you want, you just tell me.” 


“You.” Denny kissed him with a growl, pushing his tongue 
into Sully’s 


mouth like he was trying to own him. When he pulled away, 
his cheeks were 


flushed and his eyes were wide and bright. “Fuck me, Sully. | 
wanna feel you in 


me.” Hearing him ask for it sent a wave of heat washing 
under Sully’s skin. 


“How d’you want it, sugar? On your back, on your belly...?” 
He found the 


lube and started getting his fingers slick. Denny could have 
whatever he wanted. 


Sully wanted to give it to him. 


“Like this. | wanna see your face.” Denny pushed himself up 
on one elbow 


as he parted his legs and drew up his knees, easy as that. 
Leaning up to kiss Sully on the mouth, he whispered 
unsteadily, “I always used to be scared it made you 


a little sick to fuck me. Like you couldn’t really think good of 
me ‘cause of it. | didn’t feel nothing like that about you.” 


Sully pulled away to see Denny’s face, tamping down a 
surge of pain and 


frustration. “You look at me, Denny Clay.” When Denny met 
his eyes, Sully said, 


“There ain’t a damn thing you and me ever did together 
that made me think less 


of you, and there ain’t a damn thing we’re ever gonna do 
that will, either. The 


ways you let me touch you, there’s nothing wrong with any 
of it. You hear me?” 


God damn it, sometimes he wanted to tear away all Denny’s 
walls and write 


this stuff inside, where Denny couldn’t forget. 


“I know you mean it when you Say it.” Denny watched his 
fingers on Sully’s 


chest. “You know how you want something to be real so 
bad, when someone 
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tells you it is, you’re scared it ain’t, ’cause it’s what you 
need more’n anything?” 


He looked up at Sully again. 


Sully nodded. He knew, because he kept watching helplessly 
while Denny 


fought that one, over and over. 


“No matter what | was scared of, | ain’t stopped bein’ with 
you.” He 


sounded proud of that. “And | listen to you. | do. No matter 
what else anything 


in my head says. It can’t say it to me no more, though.” 


“Good.” Sully kissed him on the mouth, real light. There 
wasn’t a day that 


Denny wasn’t working his sweet ass off, trying to get things 
right. He was a real puzzle, the way the most backward 
things seemed to sort him out. Sully always 


did love a puzzle. “You don’t need to be hearin’ that bullshit 
from your own 


head.” He slid his hand between them again and teased at 
Denny’s hole with 


Slick fingers. “I love fucking you. | love you letting me.” 


Denny shivered and lay down again. “I love it,” he said, his 
cheeks hot, his 


eyes fluttering half-shut with Sully’s touches. He pulled his 
knees up some more, feet flat on the mattress, and pushed 
against Sully’s fingers. “I love bein’ yours, Sully. You don’t 
let anything hurt what’s yours.” 


“Mine,” Sully agreed, teasing one finger in, feeling Denny 
hot and tight 


around it. He let Denny fuck himself on that finger a 
moment, then pushed 


another in. A// mine. That sure did heat Sully’s blood. 


Denny let him in real easy, eyes wide, lips parted, making 
soft noises with 


every breath. “I wanna fuck you again sometime,” he 
whispered. “So | can feel 


you again. So | can feel how much | love you when | do it. | 
can’t believe you let me.” 


The way Denny’s hips moved was nothing less than begging 
for more. Sully 


knew what his boy wanted, and it wasn’t another finger. He 
pulled his fingers 


out and slicked up his cock, stroking himself to full hardness 
again. He’d never 
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expected to feel Denny like that. Seemed he could get a lot 
of things he’d never expected by sticking around and 
standing his ground. 


“I can still feel it,” he admitted. “Can still feel how you were 
in me. Felt 


damn good, sugar.” 


“Oh.” Denny’s gold eyes were so wide at that. “God, Sully.” 
He looked like 


he wanted to say more but his breath kept catching on little 
moans as he 


wrapped his legs around Sully’s hips. “Want you.” With Sully 
caught, he slid his fingers against the head of Sully’s cock, 
curling around the shaft to draw him in. 


Sully let Denny guide him down and in, shivering at the feel 
of that gentle 


hand on him. He hadn’t realized how it weighed on him for 
so long, that Denny 


couldn’t bear the thought of what they were doing, even 
though they both 


wanted it. 


Denny tightened his legs, pulling himself onto Sully’s cock, 
rocking his hips 


and writhing. He wasn’t satisfied until Sully was balls-deep 
in his heat. His head fell back and he moaned, raw and low. 
A chill rose on his skin, making his 


nipples tight. 
“Fuck me,” Denny breathed. “I wanna feel it, Sully.” 


Sully knelt up and slung Denny’s legs over his shoulders. He 
held on tight— 


couldn’t have any strain where Denny was still healing—and 
started to move. 


“Anything you want, sugar. All you gotta do is say so.” 


“Just you,” Denny managed to say. “I wanna be happy with 
you, Sully.” 


When Sully hit the right angle, he whimpered, “Oh God,” 
and clenched his 


hands in the sheets so tight the muscles stood out in his 
forearms. 


Now that Sully had Denny like this, wanting him, asking for 
more, he wasn’t 


going to let it go. He fucked him deep and slow, making 
every thrust count. 


“You got me, sugar. Nothing’s gonna change that. I’m not 
going anywhere 


without you, ever.” 
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Denny let Sully set the pace, not pushing for it to be over 
sooner, not off 


somewhere in his pretty little head. He shifted his grip to the 
pillow under him, by his shoulders, and watched Sully with 
half-lidded eyes. 


“I wanna look at you the rest of my life,” he whispered, the 
words coming 


out rough with emotion. 


“You go ahead and do that, sugar.” Sully wrapped his slick 
fingers around 


Denny’s dick, stroking him nice and slow. “I’m gonna be 
right here for you.” 


“Sully...” Denny hissed, shuddering all the way through. His 
body clenched, 


legs locked tight, keeping Sully close. “God, Sully. Make me 
come. | love the way you make me come.” 


Sully groaned, fighting to keep from coming again himself. 
Goddamn, 


Denny was so hot like this. He twisted his hand around 
Denny’s cock, thumbing 


the head and stroking him faster. “Wanna see you come, 
wanna feel it.” 


“Sully!” Denny’s voice came out sharp as he did exactly 
what Sully wanted, 


coming all over his own chest. He was lost in it, eyes closed, 
body moving on 


instinct and shaking with the pleasure Sully gave him. 


Wasn't anything in the whole world could keep Sully from 
coming after that. 


He kept stroking, but he just had to let go and come, fucking 
Denny hard and 


fast and rough as pleasure overwhelmed him. 


When it was over, Denny reached for Sully, arms out, not 
seeking comfort, 


but as though he just wanted to hold him. Like he’d figured 
out that he could hold Sully like Sully held him. 


Denny stroked Sully’s hair. “I can’t believe | got so lucky to 
have you. | ain’t never taken you for granted, | swear. | 
wanna be for you what you are for me. 


One of these days, I’m gonna be as good a man as you.” 


“You are a good man,” Sully murmured, settling in beside 
him. He rested his 


cheek on Denny’s shoulder and wrapped his arm over 
Denny’s chest. “And I’m 
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lucky to have you. You don’t have to be anything you’re not 
already, not for 


that.” 


Denny managed to get a blanket over them both without 
dislodging him. He 


held Sully carefully, like he was afraid Sully would up and 
disappear. “I’m 


gonna call out for dinner later. | don’t want you movin’ outta 
our bed to do any work.” He stroked Sully’s hair, sweet and 
serious about taking care of him right, and snuggled Sully 
against him a bit better. “And don’t you sass me none. You 


need your rest.” 


“I'll behave,” Sully promised. He’d been so damn tired, worn 
down and 


worn out. Tonight was everything he hadn’t even realized 
he’d needed. He felt 


good, and it wasn’t only from the sex or the massage, as 
much as he was a sucker for both. It was the lightness of 
knowing Denny was gonna be okay sooner than 


later, not just in his body but in his heart and his head. It 
was about time. 
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Chapter Eight 


Out to Lunch 


Denny stood on one foot in the kitchen, washing dishes. He 
could get around 


better and better every day, but he liked to try to stay off 
his bad foot when he could. He had good balance now, at 
least. Upstairs, Sully was almost ready for 


work, putting away some laundry while brushing his teeth. 


Denny loved standing in the kitchen and listening. 
Sometimes, just the sound 


of Sully living in the same house made him so happy he 
hardly knew what to do. 


He would breathe through it, like it was a pain. The last dish 
went into the rack, and it was time to go. He called upstairs, 
“We can pick coffee up on the way in, so don’t be waiting 
around for me to make it.” 


Today, he was dropping Sully off at work and taking the 
truck to run 


errands and do some shopping. He’d been trying not to 
think about it. Today, 


they’d pull up at the track, and he’d drop Sully off and drive 
off in Sully’s truck. 


Taking a seat to put his shoes on and adjust the pressure 
bandage on his bad leg let him bang his head on his own 
knee in frustration. No one was going to think 


anything of it. No one cared. But it scared him anyway. He 
couldn’t make that 


stop. 


Sully came in, still pulling his T-shirt over his chest. He was 
tanned all the 


way to the waist of his pants, his freckles blending right in 
with the deep bronze of his skin. His feet hit the bottom of 
the stairs, and he started tucking the shirt into his pants. 


Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 


“You wanna swing a little out of the way, pick up coffee from 
that place over 


on Bunting that does the caramel swirl on top of the 
whipped cream?” he asked, 


heading straight on over to the closet to get his boots like 
nothing was different than any other morning. 


Whipped cream and caramel...and Sully’s skin... “Wait, 
what?” Denny’d 


just about tied his finger in his own shoelaces. “Coffee, 
yeah,” he said, trying to recover. God, Sully was so hot. 
“Sure.” 


Denny was going to hell for damn good reason, that was 
certain. He limped 


over to pick the keys up off of the ledge in the entryway. At 
least once a day it hit him that he and Sully lived in a house. 
A house. Not a trailer. 


Denny smelled Sully’s aftershave, spicy and warm, when he 
got close, then 


there was an arm around his waist and he was being 
dragged in against Sully’s 


body. The keys would have to wait. 


“Good morning,” Sully rumbled, angling in to brush his 
mouth over 


Denny's. 
Denny laughed into the kiss, surprising himself. “It is.” 


It was. It was a great morning. He couldn’t explain why it 
was, in spite of the 


fear that made his chest clench when he remembered why 
it was there. He 


leaned into Sully, seeking another kiss. 


So what if he was out of work and they were barely scraping 
by and 


insurance paperwork was driving them crazy and he was 
about to drop Sully off 


at work, which was one more step to people working out 
that they were 


together, and maybe one more step to both of them being 
pariahs in their sport? 


So what? Sully’s big arm around him and Sully’s lips on his 
were worth all of it. 


Sully gave him that kiss, and another one. “You best get 
those keys and get 


us Outta here,” he said, going back to putting his boots on. 
“Or I’m gonna drag 
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you upstairs to bed and we'll never get anywhere.” His big 
smile said he was 


teasing, but the glint in his bright blue eyes said maybe he 
wasn't, too. 


Responsible, Denny told himself. Responsible adults. Damn 
physical therapy 


and swimming and everything wore him out yesterday, and 
he fell asleep before 


Sully came to bed. Being too tired or in too much pain to 
enjoy Sully had worn 


thin a long time ago. He grabbed the keys and the shopping 
bags from the back 


of the door. 


“I'll be in the truck.” His cane was lurking in the corner by 
the door, and he 


snagged it with a sigh. Damn thing. He was ready to be 
done with all this. 


He hobbled out to the truck and buckled in just as Sully was 
Swinging in the 


passenger side. “Bunting, right?” 


He got himself sorted and figured out it was faster if he took 
a wrong turn 


coming out of the driveway and looped around the rear of 
the subdivision, lining the coffee shop up with the way out 
to Cooper Mill. Wasn’t too much of a waste 


of time. Sully was trying to distract him and, well, Sully plus 
whipped cream in any form was a distraction Denny wasn’t 
going to miss. 


“That’s the one.” Sully clipped himself into the seatbelt and 
angled his body 


a bit so he was half-facing Denny. “Won’t make us late, | 
don’t think.” His bent legs had fallen open and his jeans 
hugged his thighs all the way up between his 


legs. God damn. Denny had to shake himself a little, make 
himself pay attention 


to getting the truck going. 


“Anything makes us late, it’s gonna be you,” he grumbled. 
He checked his 


mirrors as he started up, took a look around, and backed out 
of the driveway. 


His foot was tight and sluggish, but it felt pretty good today. 


He managed not to hit the garbage cans, or anything else, 
while his brain 


entertained the idea of parking and sucking Sully off, feeling 
the thick muscles of Sully’s thighs bunching and surging 


under his hands as he came. Driving, 
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Denny. Wasn’t gonna be any sucking or fucking if he 
crashed. Again. Thank God 


all he had to do was highway once they were out of town. 


Sully just made a rumbling sound, not quite a laugh, and let 
him drive. 


When Denny glanced over, Sully wasn’t watching the road, 
wasn’t making sure 


he was driving okay. Sully was watching him. 


Sully could watch as much as he wanted. Denny was getting 
to love it, and 


damn where they were. Those kind of thoughts made his 
stomach clench, but the 


fear was only a moment and Sully was... Well, he was 
counting on Sully being 


forever. Wasn’t ever gonna be anyone else for Denny. 


Traffic was the usual sluggish snarl at the big intersection 
before Bunting 


and, while he could, Denny snuck his hand over and let it 
rest on Sully’s knee. 


Made his heart race, and not just from loving Sully. His palm 
got damp faster 


than Sully’s heat could account for, but he made himself 
leave his hand there 


where it belonged. Even looked over at Sully for a moment 
to see what he’d find 


there. 


Sully’s blue eyes were dark and warm, and his lips were 
curled into a smile. 


His big hand covered Denny’s and gave it a squeeze. “Hey 
there, sugar,” he 


rumbled, his callused thumb rubbing over the back of 
Denny’s hand. 


Denny wanted to kiss him so bad, his breath got stuck in his 
throat. “Hey.” 


The word came out rough. 


God, he wanted—needed—Sully. Crazy thing about the way 
his mind was 


messed up. The more Sully stuck by him, the more like 
some old, boring married 


couple they became, the easier it was for him to admit he 
needed his man. Being 


hurt had probably saved him from blowing their relationship 
to hell to escape it. 


He loved being ordinary. Never thought he’d get there. 


“You wanna go out for lunch?” he blurted, before he lost his 
nerve. Was the 


same stuff ordinary folks did, getting lunch together. They 
could do that. Was 


160 
www.samhainpublishing.com 
Pit Road 


only right. He could pick Sully up, and they could have lunch 
together instead of him just dropping Sully’s lunch off with 
the truck. Good thing they’d run out of lunch meat or Sully’d 
have his lunch with him, and Denny couldn’t’ve made his 


brain jump off that bridge. 


He didn’t miss the surprise that flashed over Sully’s face, or 
the slow, 


” 


pleased smile that came after. “That’d be real nice, sugar. 


“I'll be early, then. Make sure we have time to eat.” The 
light changed and, 


this time, they were close enough to the intersection to 
make it through on the 


advance. He had to take his hand away—he didn’t want to. 
The more he got 


used to touching Sully in public, even a little, the more 
natural it felt. 


He made the left and then the sharp right into the coffee 
shop. The coffee 


was perfect, picked Denny up and made him laugh when 
Sully tried to lick 


whipped cream off of his nose. It would have sent him up 
the wall a few months 


ago. Now he warded him off, protesting, “I gotta drive here. 
No distractin’ the driver.” 


By the time they made it to the track, he was in a good 
mood, almost 


forgetting to be anxious. Who the hell cared that Sully was 
lending him the 


truck? Watching Sully jump out and grab his stuff out of the 
locker in the back 


brought a pang. If they’d been anyone else, Denny woulda 
leaned over and 


kissed him goodbye. Maybe someday. 


“See ya ‘round lunch.” Sully waved as he headed for the 
garage. Least he 


remembered not to call him “sugar” in public. Denny was 
lucky to have him. 


He finished the shopping and picked up the workout 
equipment they’d 


managed to find on a swap site online. The guy getting rid 
of it was nice enough to come with and help Denny move it 
into the house. Denny pushed away his 


anxiety about having anyone else near his personal life. He 
needed the stuff to 


get fit again, and they couldn’t afford it new. 
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After, he had enough time to waste that he managed to get 
fretful about 


going to lunch with Sully. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to be 
out in public with him, to his everlasting surprise. It was 
feeling like he needed Sully to himself. 


Maybe they could go eat somewhere quieter. 


Denny dragged out the laptop to find a place for them to go. 
He’d pick them 


up some fried chicken and potato salad on the way out. The 
idea made him feel 


better. When he pulled up to the track again, he was 
jittering something awful, 


but he really just wanted to get his hands on Sully. Being 
nervous about anything made him want Sully more. He 
wanted to burrow into Sully’s big arms and let 


him hold off the world. 


Besides, in Sully’s arms, he felt like he was “right”, not like 
he felt out 


wandering around in the world and knowing he was 
programmed all wrong. He 


drummed his fingers anxiously against the wheel and 
waited. 


Somebody who wasn’t Sully came out of the garage. The 
dark-haired man 


caught sight of Denny and the truck and gave a quick wave, 
a little “hold on, | 


got you”, and ducked his head back inside the garage. 


A moment later, Sully came out, smiling and waving behind 
him. He came 


straight over to the truck and swung himself up into the 
passenger seat. He 


didn’t lean over for a kiss, but his hand slipped over the seat 
and rubbed at 


Denny’s thigh. “Hey, there.” 


“Hope you're in the mood for fried chicken.” Denny was 
surely in the mood 


for something else. “Still hot. Thought we could go eat by 
the river, ‘stead of 


driving over to town.” 


“That sounds just fine.” Sully gave him a smile and another 
pet on the leg. 


“Prob’ly real quiet, this time of day.” 
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“I was considering that.” He headed out of the parking lot 
that way. 


“Figured we could maybe hear each other out there, instead 
of in a packed 


room.” 


One turn and another, and then they were on a side road 
that went around 


behind the track and away. The sun was high in the sky, the 
trees were so green. 


He could smell the warm dust of the road rising under the 
wheels of the truck. It was like they had the whole road all 
to themselves, not another soul in sight. He reached over 
for Sully’s hand. 


Sully laced his fingers with his and drew their hands up to 
his mouth, 


pressing a quick, soft kiss to the backs of Denny’s fingers 
before he let them fall to his lap. “You have a good time 
driving around this morning?” 


“Lot easier today.” It was crazy to think your fingers could 
be happy, but 


with Sully’s hand wrapped around his, Denny’s sure were. 


When they were first together, the only things Denny’d felt 
were fear and 


shame and need. When need won out, he’d seduce Sully off 
to fuck, then get 


away as best he could and pretend it wasn’t happening. 
Rest of the time, he’d 


spend hating himself and scared they’d get outed. Now, life 
was full of little 


moments of being in love with Sully like crazy, and a whole 
rainbow of feelings, good, bad, ugly and more. “Gonna be 
glad to be off my feet, but | got a lot done. 


Figure l'Il go put ’em up after this and be up again in time to 
make your dinner.” 


“You do that.” Sully gave his hand a light squeeze. “Take 
care of yourself, 


you hear? Don’t want you to push too hard and hurt 
yourself.” Drawing their 


hands up to his lips again, he mouthed at Denny’s 
fingertips. “’Specially since | got plans for you later on.” 


“I love you.” Wasn’t something Denny ever dared say in 
public before and, 


Sure enough, even if no one was around, this still felt like 
public. “Don’t think | 
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ever forget how lucky | am. If | got only five thoughts I can 
hold in this dumb ol’ 


head of mine, you can be sure every one is about you.” 


“Į love you too, sugar. So much.” He let Denny have his 
hand back so he 


could maneuver the steering wheel to park, but Denny could 
tell from the look 


on his face it was reluctant. 


The parking space was a worn-down spot in the grass, just 
off the road, not 


too far from the massive pipe that carried the little stream 
beneath the road. 


“Nice spot,” Sully said, looking around as he slipped out of 
the truck. 


“They got this map thing now, shows you real pictures from 
satellites. Could 


see what it looked like a week or so ago. Seemed like a good 
place.” Denny had 


been damn impressed about that. “I get home, I’m gonna 
start lookin’ up tracks 


for the hell of it,” he added, passing Sully the takeout so he 
could get out of his own door. Carrying stuff with his bad leg 
wasn’t always a good idea. 


Sully took the load and stood himself right beside Denny’s 
open door, 


waiting there all casual-like, but Denny knew it was on 
purpose. If he stumbled, Sully’d be right there to grab on to, 
right there to catch him. “You done good. It’s real pretty 
here. Quiet too.” 


“Wanted to be able to hear you if | was gonna spend lunch 
with you.” Denny 


held on to Sully’s arm just for a second while he flexed his 
bad foot. With a sigh, he reached behind the seats and 
pulled out his cane. 


“I damn well better be done with this thing soon,” he 
grumped, leaning on 


the cane while he shut the door. “Else you best buy me a 
rocking chair and a 


shotgun for Christmas. And | want one of them nice afghans 
the ladies at the 


church make so | don’t get cold while I’m shootin’ gophers 
from the back porch.” 


He scowled at Sully—even if his heart wasn’t in it, because 
as long as the porch was his and Sully’s, he could live with 
about anything—and started stumping 


toward the table. 
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The table was in a low area near the stream. Once they 
settled in, it became 


obvious they really did have the place all to themselves. 
There was a grassy field to one side and a hill with tall trees 
to the other, separating them from the road. It was like their 
own private space outside. 


“If we had gophers for you to shoot at, I’d get you one of 
them afghans, 


don’t you worry,” Sully promised. 


Their condo was in a little subdivision, and the lawns were 
maintained by 


the groundskeepers their association fees paid for. If anyone 
was going to be 


shooting gophers in the backyard, it was probably them. 


“You're a good man,” Denny said approvingly. He settled on 
the bench on 


the side of the table facing the river, straddling it so he 
didn’t have to swing his bad leg over. Then, because he 
knew Sully respected him being so private about 


them being together and that Sully was about to sit on the 
other side, he patted the bench beside him. All this pretty 
around them and the quiet and, really, he 


just wanted to touch Sully so bad his bones hurt. 


Sure enough, Sully looked surprised, but he came around 
and sat next to 


him. “I could about eat you for lunch,” he said, talking real 
quiet and giving him a sly grin. 


Denny started unpacking their lunch. He put Sully’s Coke 
over in front of 


him and shoved a handful of napkins down the front of 
Sully’s shirt. 


“You'll need those, what with me being all young and juicy,” 
he said, 


laughing as he caught his accidental innuendo as soon as it 
was out of his mouth. 


He never made jokes like that, not even by accident, except 
that lately he kept 


running out of the energy to play every word through in his 
head before he 


spoke. 


If the comment surprised Sully, he did a damn good job of 
hiding it, 


laughing along with Denny. “Tasty too. Don’t forget that.” 
Sully didn’t lean over 
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and kiss him, but there was something about the look in his 
eyes that said he was sure thinking about it. 


God, Denny wanted him, wanted to pounce him right off the 
bench into the 


thick, too-long grass. Sully would look so damn beautiful 
with his dark red hair all spread out on the green. But he 
couldn't do it. The idea sent a jolt of fear through him just 
thinking it. He didn’t say anything. He turned away from 


Sully’s look like he always did. 


Like always. Suddenly, he was so angry and hurt that it was 
worse than 


being scared. He turned to kiss Sully, blindly, almost too 
fast, clumsy like it was the first time he ever kissed anyone. 


Sully’s arms flailed and caught hold of him, righting them 
both on the bench. 


He pulled away from the kiss, but only a little, his breath 
coming fast and his lips brushing Denny’s as he whispered, 
“You okay, Sugar?” 


“Yeah.” Denny couldn’t look at him yet, but he could kiss 
him again, shaky 


and afraid, and then he hid his face in the curve of Sully’s 
neck and tried not to fall apart. He held on to Sully’s shirt 
with both hands, fists clenched in it hard enough his 
knuckles hurt. God, Sully felt so right to his body and his 
heart. 


Denny’s head needed to shut up and stop fighting so hard. 


“Wasn't expectin’ that a bit,” Sully admitted, his arms 
wrapping tight 


around Denny, holding him close to that big, solid body. 
“Doesn't mean | didn’t 


like it.” Sully didn’t make Denny sit up, didn’t make him stop 
hiding, none of 


that. He just held on. 


“Me either.” Denny’s body hurt from the suddenness of his 
tension and the 


way it was gone too fast, replaced with a sick weakness. It’d 
pass. He knew it. 


Life kept rolling on no matter what he did, or how he tried to 
fight it, and 


everyone else went on being happy and being sad and not 
giving a good God 


damn what he did when they couldn’t see him. 
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“I’m tired of wantin’ you and not touchin’ you, Sully, not 
even a little polite 


bit. ’S been so long.” His throat got tight when he said that. 
“Ain't no one who matters gonna come by here anyway.” 
Something else occurred to him, like a 


light coming on in a dark room in his head. “And if folks that 
matter don’t hold with what we do, ’s only our own fault for 
lettin’ them matter, right? Plenty of folks out there to be 
social with.” Couldn’t pick your family, but he was surely 
done letting them matter enough to stop him loving Sully. 


“That’s right, sugar,” Sully said slowly. “If somebody don’t 
like me lovin’ 


you, that’s their own damn problem, and | ain’t changing my 
ways to make them happy.” 


“I ain’t goin’ through the rest of this life not touchin’ you in 
public and not 


goin’ places with you.” God, this day, just the couple-few 
minutes they’d been 


here, it was like paradise. A whole life of not having this 
wasn’t worth living. He took a breath and made his fingers 
unclench slowly. “And | ain’t lettin’ your 


lunch go cold or sendin’ you back to work hungry.” He 
straightened up, but 


didn’t pull away. He didn’t think he could stand it if he 
stopped touching Sully right now. He kept close while he 
opened up the box of chicken and got a piece 


out for Sully. 


Lunch was perfect. Denny hardly tasted it, though. He had 
his head on 


Sully’s shoulder and one of Sully’s arms around him. It was 
like they used to do, sitting on a creaky bed in a cheap 
motel when they got to needing each other too much, when 
they were on the road. But it was daylight and Denny had 
the soft 


wind in his hair and the sun on his skin and he could hear 
the little stream 


talking to itself a few feet away. When they were done and 
they’d packed up 


their garbage, he didn’t want to leave yet. He was afraid if 
he let the moment go, he wouldn’t get it back. 
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“You want to go for a walk before you drop me off?” He bent 
to undo his 


shoes. Putting his feet in the water would feel damn good. 
“Not far. My leg’s 


Okay for a bit.” 


“That sounds real nice.” Sully stripped off his own boots, 
tucking his socks 


inside. His feet weren’t quite as tanned as the rest of him. 
The color sort of faded out there and at his waist, when he 
was Standing around naked. “We can prob’ly 


leave this here. Nobody’s around to take it.” 


“Anyone needs our shoes and socks more than us, they can 
have ’em. Not 


like we can’t buy more, even if money’s tight.” Denny gave 
in to the urge to 


wander toward the stream. The grass felt good under his 
feet, both of them. He 


remembered walking a log across a stream as a kid, the 
bark rough under his feet and his toes digging in for 
balance. That was way, way back, when things had 


been pretty good. Of course Dally’d gone and fallen in— 
halfway on purpose— 


and they’d caught hell for it, but it was worth it. 


Sully caught Denny’s hand in his, twining their fingers 
together. 


That startled Denny, but not so much that he pulled his 
hand away. Instead, 


he tightened his hold on Sully’s hand and pulled him in 
closer until their 


shoulders bumped and he could rest his head over on 
Sully’s shoulder. It felt 


better than anything he could remember, maybe even 
better than sex—or maybe 


just as amazing in a different way. 


At the edge of the stream, Sully held his hand while he 
dipped first one foot 


and then the other into the cool water. 


“Feel good?” Sully laughed quietly. “When | was a kid, there 
was this crick 


out back of my folks’ place, and when it was warm out, I’d 
get off the school bus runnin’ for it, strippin’ off my clothes 
as | went. Damn thing wasn’t deeper’n my knees, but | 
always jumped right in, all the same.” 
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“Kids’n water go together. ’Specially with dirt.” Denny 
stepped out into the 


stream, holding on to Sully for balance, and found one round 
rock after another 


to use as stepping stones so he could wade out until the 
water was splashing up 


around his cuffs. “Don’t see any reason to grow out of it.” 


He didn’t want to grow out of it...or he wanted to grow back 
into it. 


Shaking his too-long hair out of his face, he turned to Sully, 
who was just a 


step behind him. “If you didn’t have work after, I’d dunk 
you.” 


The idea of a wet Sully, a wet Sully less a few clothes, was 
sweet like honey. 


The sunlight lit up his hair with shades of gold and glinted 
off his lashes, made his eyes sparkle. Denny wanted to kiss 
him so bad right then, it went all the way to his cold, wet 
toes. 


“That mean | can dunk you, then?” Sully teased, tugging on 
his hands and 


throwing him off balance so he had to lean up against Sully 
to keep from falling in the water. 


Denny had a better idea than that. He stood on his toes and 
kissed Sully, 


pulling his hands free and wrapping his arms around Sully’s 
neck. Wasn’t like 


they weren’t busted if they got caught anyway, and he 
wasn’t in the mood to 


give up a single second of how perfect everything was right 
now. The shadow 


that was always over everything was old and threadbare, 
letting in some light. 


Sully slid both arms around Denny, holding him close and 
steady. The cool 


water at their feet was a contrast to the warmth of the sun 
and the pure heat in the kiss Sully gave him, angling his 
head and licking into his mouth like he 


couldn’t get enough of it. Maybe it was the unexpectedness 
of the situation, 


maybe it was how much Sully wanted Denny, but that kiss 
could’ve lit fires. 


Denny’s heart felt about to burst out of his chest, but he 
tangled his fingers in Sully’s hair and kissed him back like he 
could get them both out of their clothes just from how much 
he was wanting it right then. The rush of adrenaline that hit 
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him washed away his fear and turned him on so fast he was 
almost hard already. 


He couldn’t help the noises he was making, wasn’t about to 
stop them either. He 


knew how much it turned Sully on, him wanting Sully, and 
he wanted to make 


Sully wild with it, so he could let it sweep both of them 
away. 


Finally, Sully groaned and dragged his mouth away. “Best 
head on over to 


the grass,” he murmured, his eyes on Denny’s kiss-slick lips 
and his breath 


coming a little quick. “Before | strip off all them clothes you 
got on and drop ’em in the water.” 


Denny nudged him toward the bank where the grass was 
thick and green 


and the slope rose up above them to the trees, hiding them 
from the world. As 


soon as they reached the stream’s edge, he kissed Sully 
again, pushing him into 


the grass. 


Sully went down first, all soread out, and Denny crawled 
over him, 


unwilling to lose a moment of those hot kisses. He was lost 
in wanting Sully. He pulled his shirt off and dropped it in the 
grass before leaning in for another kiss. 


Sully’s hands were everywhere on Denny’s bare skin, 
running over his chest 


and his back and dipping into the space between his skin 
and the waist of his 


jeans, and then Sully rolled them over, pressing him into the 
soft, cool grass. His kisses were hot, but his sounds were 
hotter, growling noises that went straight to Denny’s cock. 


God, this was better than bed. Denny felt like he could 
breathe out here. He caught glimpses of leaves and sky, the 
grass was damp under his back, 


everything smelled so good and clean. Arching up against 
Sully for friction, he 


panted Sully’s name between kisses as he slid his hands 
over Sully’s sun- 


warmed back to tug his shirt up and get at bare skin. 


Sully pulled away, kneeling up and stripping off his shirt. He 
stayed there a 


moment, looking at Denny like he just about wanted to eat 
him up. “God damn, 
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you look good,” he muttered, skimming his hands all the 
way down Denny’s 


chest to his waist and then lower, rubbing over the ridge his 
cock made in his 


jeans. 


Denny couldn’t hardly say anything, couldn’t do nothing but 
arch and moan 


when Sully touched him like that, pushing up to get more of 
Sully’s hand against his cock. What was more affecting than 
that, though, was the way Sully looked 


against the green leaves and blue sky behind him, the way 
the sun touched his 


red hair and tanned skin and made him look like he glowed. 


God, Sully gave up all the stuff like this he coulda had with 
someone else to 


be with him, to be locked up in Denny’s fear with him, away 
from the whole 


world. It wasn’t like Sully couldn’t find someone else, but he 
wanted him 


specially. 


The realization made his throat and chest tight, made his 
eyes burn. He 


forced a breath past the emotion that was crushing his 
chest and whispered, 


“God, Sully, | love you so much.” Sully loved him that much. 


Sully smiled real slow. “I love you too, sugar.” He planted 
one hand in the 


grass by Denny’s head and leaned over him, brushing little 
kisses over his lips. 


1m 


“Love you like breathin’,” he murmured, his kisses trailing 
from Denny’s mouth 


to his throat, lining his collarbone and down, down, sharp 
teeth on his nipples, soft, wet tongue dipping into his navel. 
Sully’s lips traced the line of Denny’s cock in his jeans, 
making it clear what he wanted, what he was gonna do as 
his 


hands came up to work the fly. 


Denny pushed his hands away to do it himself, stripping the 
button and 


zipper open and sliding his jeans and briefs off his hips just 
enough to let Sully at his cock. He was breathless with want, 
and scared, a little, but only scared 


enough to turn him on even more. Sully was so beautiful, his 
eyes wide and his 
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cheeks flushed and his lips parted like he could hardly wait 
for what he was 


wanting. 


“God damn,” Sully muttered again, and then he couldn’t say 
anything else 


because his lips were wrapped around the head of Denny’s 
cock and he was 


sucking it deeper, almost all the way in, his tongue flickering 
against the 


underside the whole way. 


“Oh God, Sully.” Denny tangled his hands in Sully’s hair, just 
to feel it 


wrapped around his fingers like it was alive. He wanted to 
watch, but he 


couldn’t. His head fell back as his body curved with the 
effort of not fucking 


Sully’s mouth. All he could see was this amazing pattern of 
trees and sky and 


light that washed the shadows out of him. 


His gasps and cries were quiet, not from trying, but because 
he could hardly 


get them out past the way he felt filled up inside. It was like 
how much he loved Sully and how much pleasure Sully gave 
him had got to be too much, and he 


was about to fly apart with it. 


Sully planted his hands on Denny’s hips, holding him down, 
and gave a 


muffled moan as he drew his mouth up to the tip of Denny’s 
cock. He licked at 


the head and kissed along the shaft, hot, sucking kisses that 
made Denny’s hips 


jerk under his hands. Finally, Sully took him in again, 
sucking fast and deep, 


fucking his mouth on Denny’s cock and making little noises 
like he just needed to make Denny fall apart. 


Denny’s head spun, and his heels dug into the grass and the 
soft dirt as he 


writhed. Sully was too damn good at sucking cock. Denny 
could hardly stand it. 


Finally, he got so desperate that he found words again, 
gulping sweet, fresh air to babble. 


“Need you, Sully. God. Sully, Sully, Sully, fuck, God, please, 
so good. Need 


you, just you. ’M yours, Sully, all yours...” His brain spun out 
and he was back 
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to frantic noises and his whole body yearning for Sully’s 
mouth as he started to come. 


Sully swallowed him down, swallowed everything, his throat 
working tight 


around Denny’s cock. The noises he made were almost 
growls, low and rough 


and raw, and when he pulled away to let Denny’s spent 
cock fall wetly against 


his belly, his face looked just the same. Raw. He crawled up 
over Denny, nipping and biting at his skin, leaving marks 


Denny knew wouldn’t fade for hours. 


He twisted his hands in Sully’s hair ’til it had to sting, 
dragging Sully’s 


mouth up to his. He kissed him hard enough to bruise, 
kissing the taste of his 


own come out of Sully’s mouth, biting at his lips. It was like 
the raw need was 


contagious. The rush of possessiveness that verged on 
anger was something he 


rarely felt, but it was setting his blood on fire right now, 
adding to the high of his orgasm. 


“Want you,” he said, tugging at Sully’s hair. He couldn’t 
have what he 


wanted, Sully’s big cock slamming into him and making him 
scream. “Want you 


to fuck me, fuck my mouth. Come home tonight and fuck 
me again where | 


really want it.” The words came bubbling up from 
somewhere inside that he’d 


tried to shut down, but they were loose now and overflowing 
from the way 


everything was shaken up. If he hadn’t been so caught up in 
the moment, 


he’d’ve scared himself, but as it was, everything was 
exactly right. Necessary. 


Sully shook off his hands and crawled up to get his knees on 
either side of 


Denny’s shoulders, trapping his arms. He didn’t say 
anything, just looked at him with those hot blue eyes and 
stripped open his jeans, pulling that big cock out 


right in front of Denny’s face. He stroked it a little, like he 
was teasing them both, and leaned over Denny, braced on 
one hand in the grass, and rubbed the head of 


his cock over Denny's lips. 
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If Denny hadn’t just come, he’d have lost it right there, 
without anyone 


touching him. Whimpering, he licked at his lips to get the 
first taste, and then he leaned up to lick the tip without 
taking his eyes off of Sully’s. That familiar musk blended 
with the rich scent of crushed grass and the dark smell of 
the damp 


earth under them. 


Sully’s eyes went darker, hotter, and he groaned quietly. 
“Yeah, sugar. | 


swear, that mouth of yours...” His voice trailed off on 
another moan, and he 


rocked his hips a bit, pushing into Denny’s mouth. 


That was perfect. Denny wanted it, wanted Sully to have 
him, couldn’t get 


enough of it. It didn’t scare him anymore. He writhed under 
Sully, pushing up to get more of Sully’s cock into his mouth. 
He couldn’t beg with words, but he 


could beg with his eyes and his mouth and his needy, 
desperate noises. 


Sully let go of his dick and thrust in deeper, his cock sliding 
past Denny’s 


lips and over his tongue. With both hands planted in the 
grass, he moved his 


hips just like fucking, fucking Denny’s mouth instead of his 
ass, the way Denny 


had asked for. He was maybe being careful, but he sure 
wasn’t going slow or 


easy, not once he got started. He knew what Denny could 
handle, and he didn’t 


hold back. 


Denny whined. He took everything Sully had to give. He 
gave up on 


moving, his hands clenched in the long grass. His eyes 
fluttered shut. Sully 


tasted so good and felt so good and was so good to him. It 
felt incredible to be taken like this. All he wanted was to 
make Sully feel as good as Sully made him 


feel. 


It didn’t take long for Sully’s breathing to quicken, for his 
thrusts to come 


faster and more erratic. “Fuck, sugar...” he muttered 
unsteadily, and Denny 


could hear it in his voice, too, how close he was to coming. 
“Gonna come home 


tonight and fuck you through the damn floor.” 
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His voice trailed off, and his cock pulsed in Denny’s mouth 
as he started to 


come. That rush of heat and taste was better than coming. 
Denny knew the way 


Sully moved, and he moved with him and swallowed him 
whole. Every pulse 


sent a fresh wave of shivers through him, pure pleasure 
washing over him. He 


wanted to do this again and again. 


Slowly, Sully pulled out of his mouth, the tip of his cock 
trailing over 


Denny’s chin as he sat up. 


“Damn,” he muttered, breathless and still sounding about as 
turned on as he 


had when they’d started. He shuffled back a little and 
leaned in, licking a trail up Denny’s chin and kissing him 
hard. One hand tangled in Denny’s hair and held 


him in place while Sully’s tongue fucked his mouth like his 
dick had. 


The kisses made Denny shudder hard, and he slid his arms 
around Sully’s 


neck, holding on. He hadn’t forgotten where they were. It 
felt more and more 


right by the moment. He needed Sully’s touches and the 
connection, but it wasn’t because of where they were. Sully 
was big and warm over him, as solid and real 


and permanent as the ground under him. 


“Gonna come home and fuck you right,” Sully muttered 
against Denny’s 


lips. “Gonna fuck you ’til you can’t do nothin’ but scream my 
name and beg to 


come. God damn, sugar, you are just about the hottest thing 
in the whole damn 


world.” 


“I want it.” Denny held on as though his life depended on it. 
“Want you, Sully.” 


Like his body wasn’t still singing with how Sully’d fucked his 
mouth, he 


tried to tell Sully with sweet kisses how in love he was, how 
much he was 


Sully’s. 
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Sully took a slow, shaky breath, and kissed him again, soft 
and slow. “You 


got me. Ain’t nobody | ever wanted like | want you.” He 
kissed Denny’s cheek 


and sat up again, smiling. 


“I believe you.” Wasn’t something that was easy for him to 
come around to 


believing, but he did. It all added up. Sully was something 
he’d never had 


before. It still scared him, made him question everything 
sometimes, that he had Sully now. He loved Sully more than 
he was scared most days, more and more 


all the time. 


Sully was beautiful half-bare in the sun and shadows, like he 
belonged in the 


world and the world was better on account of him being in 
it. For that one 


moment, Denny could believe that Sully saw the same thing 
when he looked 


back at him. 
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Southern Comfort 

“Damn thing ain’t shifting right no more.” 


Sully ducked his head to hide a grin. “That’s 'cause you 
done burnt out the 


clutch.” The driver was new to manual transmissions and 
had been struggling 


with just getting the car started for weeks. Sully wasn’t a bit 
surprised that he’d already blown out his first clutch. 


“Don’t worry none. l'Il fix you right up. Learning to drive 
stick ain’t easy.” 


Unless you'd grown up driving tractors like he had. There 
wasn’t no such thing 


as an automatic transmission on one of them great big 
tractors his daddy used on the farm. “Next one’ll last you a 
lot longer.” 


Sully waved off the half-embarrassed little two-step the guy 
did with his 


feet, and the thank-you that came after it. “Go on, now. Let 
me get to work, so’s you can get back to driving.” The driver 
shuffled off and Sully stuck his head 


under the hood. 


The garage phone rang, but he ignored it. Marshal was 
working stock this 


afternoon, so he could handle the phone. Sully had to see 
what was going on 


with this car. 


Just as he’d settled himself on a creeper, Marshal’s voice 
tore through the 


garage. “Sully! Phone call!” 


Well, hell. Who'd be calling him here? Sully wrangled himself 
to his feet and 


headed for the phone. Marshal handed it over, looking a 
little Curious. 
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“Hey.” Sully didn’t get calls from Denny at work. Ever. “Sorry 
for callin’ the 


track, but you didn’t answer your cell.” 


Ah, hell. He’d left it in his locker when he went out on the 
track and he 


hadn’t remembered to pick it up again. “Sorry ‘bout that. 
Everything okay?” 


“Not really.” Denny didn’t sound jumpy like Sully expected, 
just tight. 


“Your dad called, Sully. Your mama’s in the hospital. He says 
they don’t know 


how bad she is. He was hopin’ you might come out, so...it 
ain’t good. | already 


got a line on some plane tickets, but we need to leave soon 
if we’re goin’. So you best come on.” 


Soon as he realized what Denny was saying, the fear hit him 
right in the gut. 


His mama. 


“Yeah,” he managed. “I'll tell the guys. l'Il be home soon as | 
can.” The 


whole damn world was moving in slow motion. He forgot to 
Say goodbye, just 


hung up the phone and turned to Marshal. “I gotta take off. 
Red blew out his 


clutch. It needs fixing before he can drive it again.” 


“Sure thing, Sully.” Marshal frowned at him. “Now you 
wanna tell me 


what’s wrong?” 


Sully shook himself. “My mama’s in the hospital. Don’t know 
how bad, but 


my daddy wants me to come on up and see her.” 


Marshal nodded and clapped him on the shoulder. “You go 
on. l'Il tell the 


boys what’s up. Take care of your mama, now, y’hear?” 


“I will.” He mustered up a little smile. “Thanks, Marsh.” 


Sully got home to find a suitcase in the front hall. This time, 
wasn’t ‘cause 


Denny was throwing him out. There was another suitcase on 
the table, open, his 


Suitcase. It looked packed from here, with some clean 
laundry folded next to it. 
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His T-shirts. A garment bag hung from the stair rail. Sully 
hadn’t even known 


they had one, but he guessed his jacket and good slacks 
were in it. Seemed like a lot of stuff for one guy, but maybe 
Denny knew he oughtta be ready to stay a 


while. 


“Sully?” Denny’s voice drifted in from the bedroom. “You 
want to graba 


shower before we go, you got time.” Denny’s awkward gait 
sounded on the 


stairs as he made his way down, leaning on the railing. “l 
left your toothbrush 


and stuff out. Just throw ’em in the shaving kit on the sink 
when you’re done.” 


“Thanks, sugar,” Sully said absently, still trying to work out 
the suitcases. He met Denny at the bottom of the stairs. 


“You, ah...” He couldn’t figure out what 


else to say. He shook his head, brushed a kiss over Denny’s 
lips and headed on 


upstairs. 


After he got himself dressed again, Sully went downstairs 
and handed the 


Shaving kit over to Denny. “What time’s the flight?” 


Denny tucked the kit into Sully’s suitcase and shut it. “Your 
Carry-on’s on the 


couch. | printed out an email from your sister that’s got a lot 
of medical stuff on it from the doctor and put it in there, so’s 
you could have a look. She says she’s gonna pick us up at 
the airport.” 


Sully didn’t miss all the times Denny said us and we. He 
sure wasn’t gonna 


say anything about it, though. Didn’t want to make him feel 
Skittish about going, not if he’d already worked himself up to 
it. 


“Thanks, sugar.” Savvy’d pick ’em up from the airport. That 
meant Daddy 


was Staying at the hospital. Good. Sully didn’t want them to 
have to leave Mama 


alone. “You set to go?” 


“I got my stuff together, yeah. Don’t you worry ‘bout me. 
Way your dad was 


talkin’, it might be a long haul, so | packed for a good few 
days. Figured you'd want to be there for your mama, what 
with your family bein’ close. You okay?” 
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“Scared as hell,” Sully admitted. Better he tell Denny 
outright than make him 


feel like shit because he wasn’t acting normal. 


“I’m sorry.” Denny sounded like he was older than Sully for 
once. “Wish | 


could fix it.” 


Sully sighed and scrubbed his hands through his damp, 
tangled hair. The 


sting as he dragged them out helped center him a little. 
“You're doin’ a lot. The plane tickets, packing, getting things 
ready for us to go. Thanks, sugar. | mean it.” 


1H 


“Just doin’ what needs doin’.” Denny gave Sully a tired 
smile. There was 


tension around his eyes. It showed real clear because he’d 
pulled back his too- 


long gold hair in an elastic, leaving his face bare. “Doin’ the 
right thing for you’s all that matters.” 


Time was, that wouldn’t have been near enough to keep him 
at Sully’s side, 


what with how scared he was of being outed. Just went to 
show how much he’d 


settled down lately, Sully supposed. “You want me to get 
your pain pills, sugar? 


Gonna be cramped up on that plane.” 


“They’re in my bag. Been takin’ aspirin, though. Don’t waste 
your time 


worrying about me.” Denny sat on the couch and pulled his 
laptop toward him. 


“I’m gonna check the traffic and the airport before | put the 
computer in my bag. 


We best get on the road.” 


“It ain’t a waste,” Sully protested, but Denny just waved him 
off. He seemed 


to have everything mapped out and timed in his head. That 
was how he got 


through a race, so it made sense he’d get through this the 
same way. He seemed 


distant, but maybe that was because Sully’s head was 
already halfway home, 


trying to make it to his folks. 
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The flight took forever and Sully was in a temper by the end. 
It didn’t help 


that he’d forgot they were gonna have to take their damn 
shoes off at the airport, and Denny’d about fell over trying 
to do it without help or a chair to sit on. At least they let him 
sit to put his shoes on again, on the other side of the 


checkpoint. 


Denny tried to pretend everything was okay, but Sully could 
tell his boy was 


stressed out and there wasn’t a damn thing he could do 
about it. For all Denny’s prodding to go ahead and rest, he 
couldn’t sleep on the plane. He just set his 


head back against the seat and closed his eyes, fingers 
tapping on his knee to the rhythm of the turbulence. 


When they finally landed, Denny had to struggle to stand, 
and Sully wanted 


to tear a new asshole for the man in the aisle seat who 
couldn’t be bothered to 


give him a little room. He wanted to tear them all apart, to 
push and shove until he and Denny were off the plane and 
none of this shit was happening anymore. 


Instead, he had to watch Denny hobble with that damn cane 
the whole way 


down the too-narrow aisle, stop and start with the other 
passengers dragging 


luggage out of the overhead compartments, and then they 
had to get all the way 


through the damn airport to the baggage claim to meet 
Savvy and find their 


Suitcases. 


At the baggage claim, Denny actually put a hand on Sully’s 
arm. 


“Breathe, Sully,” he said quietly. “Nothin’ to be wound up 
about.” 


He had a point, even if they were in some alternate universe 
for Denny to be the one making it. They weren't late or 
diverted, their luggage was trundling 


around the baggage carousel, and they hadn’t been stuck 
with a crying baby on 


the plane or anything. 
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Sully’d just dragged the second suitcase off the conveyor 
belt when he heard 


his sister’s voice. “Sullivan James. Don’t you ever come 
home no more? You 


don’t call, you don’t write...” 


Sully turned around and caught Savvy up in his arms. “Don’t 
give me no 


shit, Savannah Jane. | called you last week and you know it.” 
He let her go when she swatted at his arm. “Where’s the 
kids?” 


“Left ’em with Cathy Lee Willis down the street. Arnie’s 
gonna pick ’em up 


after he’s done at the shop.” 


“Arnie’s a good man.” Sully’d always liked Savvy’s husband, 
a hard worker 


with a soft heart. Savvy beamed. 


Sully turned and touched Denny’s arm, real light, nothing to 
say they was 


any more than friends. “This here’s Denny. Y'all talked on 
the phone 


sometimes.” Sully hoped Savvy would remember not to say 
anything about 


Denny being his lover. 


Denny gave her a nod and said, barely loud enough to be 
heard over the 


chatter around them, “I remember. Nice to meet you.” He 
had his hands full 


with his cane and carry-on, but he put down the bag to offer 
her his hand. Savvy took his hand, but then she stepped 
right in and gave Denny a great big hug 


anyway. Sully rolled his eyes. Damn woman never could be 
trusted to keep her 


hands to herself. 


“Good to finally meet you, Denny,” she said, patting his 
shoulder as she 


stepped back again. “Mama and Daddy’Il be real happy to 
see you two.” 


Denny nodded, slung his bag over his shoulder, and reached 
for his suitcase. 


Sully knew it was a bad time to argue with him about 
Carrying it, the way the 


little muscle in his jaw was jumping, so he just sighed and 
picked up his own 


suitcase. 
“We're ready.” 
182 


www.samhainpublishing.com 





Pit Road 


Sully hadn’t been inside this hospital since he’d broke his 
arm in the tenth 


grade when a jack cut loose and dropped a car on him in 
shop class. He could’ve 


happily died without ever changing that. 


Denny hobbled along with his awkward three-legged gait 
and Sully walked 


a half-step behind him, checking doors for the right number. 


The curtains were drawn around the bed when they came 
in, but Sully’s dad 


was right there in a chair by the door. He stood up as soon 
as he saw them. 


“Sully. Nurse is in with Mama now.” 


Sully stepped in and his daddy wrapped him up in a hug. 
“How’re you 


holding up?” 


“Don’t you worry about me,” his dad said. “I’m gettin’ by.” 
He nodded 


toward the curtain. “They got her scheduled for an 
operation first thing in the 


morning. | knew you’d wanna see her first.” He kept his 
voice real quiet, like he didn’t want Mama to hear, so Sully 
just nodded. 


“Denny came on up with me.” Sully moved aside to 
introduce Denny to his 


father. “Helped out getting the tickets and whatnot 
straightened out. 


Wouldn’t’ve known what to do with myself otherwise.” 


“Wasn't gonna let you deal with all that when you were 
gonna be havin’ 


trouble just getting your shoes on the right feet,” Denny 
muttered. He nodded at Sully’s daddy and held his hand 
out. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Price. Sorry it ain’t for better 
reasons.” 


“Call me J.B.,” his dad said, shaking Denny’s hand. Sully was 
glad he hadn't 


told Denny to call him Dad. God only knew how well that 
would’ve gone over. 


Daddy waved Denny toward one of the chairs. “They ain’t 
much, but you’re 


lookin’ like you best have a sit-down.” 
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It had taken for-goddamn-ever for Denny to let Sully tell him 
what to do. 


There was a moment when he saw that little tic in Denny’s 
jaw again and the 


tension in his shoulders at being told what to do, but then 
he settled into a chair. 


“Thanks kindly,” he said, like he’d been waiting on someone 
to let him sit. 


Sully’s dad sat beside him, and Sully stood leaning against 
the wall next to 


Denny’s chair. When the nurse pulled the curtain back, she 
saw them there and 


smiled. “I think your son is here, Mrs. Price.” 
“Sully?” Mama’s voice sounded so weak. 


Sully pushed away from the wall and traded places with the 
nurse, who 


said, “l'Il get you folks another chair.” 


“Thanks,” Sully said, and sat on the edge of the bed. “Hi, 
Mama.” 


“Oh, Sully, you didn’t have to come all this way.” She didn’t 
look good, 


ashen and tired and even the little tubes up her nose 
weren't helping her breathe normal-like, but it was good to 
see her, regardless. Sully was just glad to see her awake 
and aware. 


Sully held his mother’s hand and gave her a charming grin. 
“Sure | did, 


Mama. You’d come to see me if | got sick, wouldn’t you?” 
“Of course | would!” She looked properly offended. 
He forced a laugh. “Well, then, here | am.” 


“My boy.” Mama patted his hand and shook her head, 
smiling. 


“Yes, Mama.” It was so good to be there and hold her hand, 
even if he 


couldn’t do a damn thing else. He soaked in his mama’s 
presence and caught up 


with how Savvy’s kids were getting on. It was too easy to be 
comfortable in this godforsaken place. He was getting too 
used to all this, what with waiting on 


Denny in the hospital before. 


He looked up when an orderly came in with a chair. Maybe 
he could 


introduce— Where was Denny? OA, shit. 
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“Hey, Mama. I’m gonna let Daddy sit with you a minute, 
okay?” Mama 


nodded, and Daddy came to the edge of the bed. 


Sully gave his dad’s shoulder a squeeze and murmured, 
“I’m gonna step out, 


see if | can find Denny.” He had no idea where to look, 
though, so he ended up 


standing outside the door to the hospital room, waiting. 


“Hey.” Denny came from the wrong direction while Sully was 
staring down 


the way they’d come up to Mama’s room. He had a 
cardboard coffee tray in his 


free hand with a paper bag tucked between three cups. The 
empty holder had a 


handful of creamers and sugar packets stacked up in it. 
“Thought your folks 


might want some privacy if you needed to talk about stuff. 
And | know you ain’t 


touched a cup of coffee since you left the house this 
morning. Your head must be pounding. Grabbed some 
cookies too. The nurse at the desk said they were good 


when she was telling me how to find the caf.” 


Denny went to get coffee. Denny. He was completely calm, 
like it was 


perfectly normal for him to be fetching coffee for Sully’s 
family. Any other day, he’d be crawling the walls. 


Sully didn’t want to say nothing about it, though. No sense 
jinxing it. 


“Thanks, sugar.” Now that Denny mentioned it, his head 
was hurting like a 


motherfucker. “Daddy’s sitting with Mama.” 


As he turned to lead Denny back into the room, Savvy came 
around the 


corner. “Sorry, boys. Parking was a bear and then | got 
caught up checking in 


with the nurse. Mama and Daddy doing okay?” 


“Yeah.” Sully wrapped an arm around her shoulders and 
gave her a squeeze. 


“Mama seems good. Daddy said she’s going in for an 
operation in the morning.” 


“Bypass surgery, they said.” Savvy leaned her head on his 
shoulder. “Doctor 


said she has a pretty good chance of pulling through.” 


www.samhainpublishing.com 





185 
Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 


Bypass. That was her heart. Sully’d read the email Denny 
printed out, the 


stuff about how bad she was, but it hadn’t really sunk in. He 
swallowed down 


his fear and gave Savvy another squeeze. 


“She’s gonna be fine,” he promised both of them before he 
stepped aside to 


let her into the room. 


Denny took Sully by the arm and pointed toward a chair. 
“Ain’t room for 


three people right there,” he murmured. Savvy was giving 
Daddy a hug before 


talking to Mama. “You sit and drink your coffee. | got 
something for your head if you need it.” He put the coffees 


on the table between the chairs and the bed. “I didn’t come 
all this way to watch you make yourself sick.” 


Sully folded himself into the chair and looked up at Denny. 
His Denny. 


“Come sit with me?” he invited, holding his hand out. If 
they’d been at 


home, he would’ve pulled Denny into his lap and held on. 
Here, he couldn’t 


even touch. 


Denny looked like a man going to his execution, he was so 
pale and taut, but 


he just hung his cane over the back of Sully’s chair and said, 
quietly, 


“Everything’s gonna be fine.” 


Denny took his hand and sat on the arm of the chair, petting 
Sully’s hair 


away from his face. His expression softened as he looked at 
Sully, until Sully 


could see how much Denny loved him written there. 


“If your mama’s heart’s anything as strong as yours, she’s 
gonna be fine,” he 


whispered. “Promise, Sully.” 


Oh, God. Sully’d needed to see that, to hear it, since he’d 
come home from the track today. He hadn’t dared hope for 
it, though. Just Denny coming with him 


today was more than he’d had any right to expect. 
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He held on to Denny’s hand, breathing real slow, and 
reached up with his 


other hand to touch Denny'’s jaw with his fingertips. “You 
keep on telling me 


that, okay?” 


“I will.” Denny looked over his shoulder, at Daddy leaning in 
to kiss Mama 


on the forehead, watching as Daddy smoothed her hair back 
and fussed with her 


blankets a little. “I know that look,” he said quietly, turning 
to Sully again. “Seen it on your face last time | was in the 
hospital.” He squeezed Sully’s hand. “I was fine. Your 
mama’s gonna be fine too.” 


She had to be. Sully brought Denny’s hand up to his mouth 
and pressed a 


kiss to it. He rested his cheek against their joined hands and 
watched Daddy and Savvy huddled around Mama’s bed. 


It was late in the evening when the nurse chased them out 
so she could do 


another round of blood tests. Daddy insisted on sending 
them all home. They 


were just going to end up out in the hall anyway, now that it 
was late. The nurses agreed to let Daddy stay and sleep in 
the room but Savvy, Sully and Denny had 


to go. 


Savvy drove them to the farm and dropped them off there, 
threatening them 


both with bodily harm if they didn’t sleep. Sully got Daddy’s 
keys out and let 


them into the house. 


“You wanna take a bath, soak that leg, before we go to 
bed?” he asked, 


wrestling his carry-on and both suitcases into the front hall. 
It was easier to focus on Denny and how he might be 
hurting than to think about Mama or how empty 


the house felt. Arnie had come by earlier and took Shadow 
over to Savvy’s 


house, so there was no dog barking, no happy wagging tail 
Smacking him in the 


shins, nothing. 
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“Probably best to sleep,” Denny said as he locked the front 
door behind 


them. “C’mon. Food, or you want to grab a shower?” 


There’d been a couple rounds of cookies, and some 
sandwiches from the 


cafeteria as the evening had worn on. The only thing that’d 
kept Sully eating the sandwich was Denny’s sharp look 
when he’d set it aside. He wasn’t interested in 


more food. 


“Let’s just get these bags into the room, and we'll see about 
a shower.” 


He checked to make sure Denny could manage the other 
Carry-on, and then 


headed through the front hall, past the empty living room, 
and down the hall to 


his old bedroom. Bumping the door open with one of the 
Suitcases, Sully found 


that his room was mostly unchanged. There was a sewing 
table set up where his 


school desk used to be, but his old twin bed was still right 
there in the middle of the room, and the closet door was still 
wallpapered with flyers from every race 


within a hundred miles. 


Denny set his bag on the sewing table and looked around. 
Sully waited for 


the objections to start. Wasn’t much question they were 
expected to share the 


bed, unless Denny planned on sleeping on the couch. 


“I'll go first, if you want to settle in,” Denny said, and that 
was it. 


“Sure thing.” Sully put the suitcases on the bed and waved 
for Denny to 


follow. “Bathroom’s down the hall. C’mere, l'Il get you set, 
and then l'Il get us unpacked.” Keeping busy sounded like a 
damn good idea. 


“Thanks.” Denny grabbed the towels Sully brought out of 
the cabinet. He 


stood there and nodded toward the door, obviously 
expecting Sully to clear out 


so he could strip and shower. 


Wasn't like Sully was up for fooling around himself. “Take 
your time.” He 


Slipped out and headed to his bedroom to unpack. 
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Denny came in a few minutes later, damp towels over his 
arm, leaning on 


the doorway and then the wall, the way he did when he was 
pretending he was 


fine. “Hey. | can finish that. Go on and shower. You look like 
shit.” 


He felt like shit too. “Don’t worry about the rest,” Sully said. 
“I’m just gonna stick the suitcases in the closet. We can deal 
with it later.” 


He showered quickly, almost mechanically. When he came 
back into the 


room, Denny was sitting in the chair that had been at the 
sewing table, his foot up on the bed. That was something, at 
least. He had his computer on his lap and 


his cellphone wired up to the side. The school website was 
on the screen. 


Homework. His shoulders were tense, practically up around 
his ears. 


“Is this trip gonna put you too far behind in school?” He 
didn’t want to fuck 


up Denny’s schooling. It'd been hard enough getting Denny 
to agree to go to 


school in the first place. 


“PIL be okay. Emailed my teachers.” Denny looked at him, 
then closed the 


computer and went to put it away. “Don’t you worry about 
me. l'Il do that. You 


just worry about your family.” 


“lam.” Sully’s frustration spiked out of nowhere and he had 
to fight it down. 


Getting pissed at Denny wasn’t any way to convince him to 
come out to see the 


family again. But, God damn it, Denny was the family 
Sully’d picked for himself, the only reason he lived so far 
from Mama and Daddy. 


Denny sighed heavily and he turned around. “I know.” He 
looked pained, 


like it was more than his leg hurting him. “I didn’t mean it 
like that, Sully.” He limped over to take Sully’s face in his 
hands, and then drew him in for a kiss. 


The touch of Denny’s lips was all it took for Sully’s anger to 
bleed away. He 


wrapped his arms around Denny and pulled him close, 
taking his weight and his 


kisses at once. 
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“It’s gonna be okay,” Denny whispered between kisses. He 
stroked Sully’s 


face and hair, soothing him. “Come on to bed, Sully. Come 
on and let me take 


care of you.” 


Sully burrowed his face into the curve of Denny’s neck and 
just breathed for 


a moment, and then he nodded and let go so Denny could 
walk to the bed. He 


dropped his towel in the hamper before following him over 
and getting up into 


bed. There wasn’t a whole lot of room for two full-grown 
men, but they’d have 


to manage. 


When Denny slipped into bed with him, he leaned over 
Sully, petting him 


and kissing him on the forehead, his eyelids, his cheeks, and 
his mouth. “I know I’m your family, Sully. | do. No way I’m 
goin’ anywhere, either. Never. Don’t 


you worry about anything. Everything’s gonna be okay. It 
has to be. God knows 


you deserve it.” 


Everything’s gonna be okay. Sully sure hoped so. He wanted 
to believe it. 


Keeping his eyes closed, he let his hands wander over 
Denny’s back, feeling the 


warmth through his thin pajamas. 


“Don’t you go nowhere.” Denny pressed another kiss to his 
mouth and 


Slipped away. He flipped the light switch, and it was dark in 
the little room. 


Even after opening his eyes, Sully couldn’t see a thing. But 
then Denny was in his arms again and his hands were on 
bare skin. “I love you, Sully Price,” Denny 


murmured. “And | am more glad of it every day. Everything 
is gonna be fine.” 


Sully found his chest and up to his face, pulling him in for 
another kiss. 


Denny shifted to kneel over him, tangling his hands in 
Sully’s hair and kissing 


him fiercely, claiming Sully’s mouth for his own. He was 
completely bare for 


Sully to touch and want and lose himself in. His teeth were 
Sharp on Sully’s lips, nipping fiercely between kisses until 
Sully’s lips were swollen and sensitive, and 190 
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then he kissed away, trailing those same hot kisses and 
Sharp bites along his jaw and down his throat. 


Denny was so rarely aggressive in bed. It was such a relief 
to be able to focus 


on this, on Denny’s mouth and skin, rather than thinking 
about everything else 


that was going on. Sully let the kisses and touches distract 
him, overwhelm him, driving away everything else in his 
head. 


Denny sat back on his heels, and Sully could just see his 
tangled hair and his 


shoulders. He ran his hands over Sully’s chest, tweaking his 
nipples, tracing the lines of bone and muscle. “Mine.” 


He moved to kiss from Sully’s chest to his navel, kissing and 
licking, then 


tracing the narrow trail of hair south from there with his 
tongue. His hands were busy stroking Sully’s belly and hips 
and thighs all the way down. When his 


tongue slid over the head of Sully’s cock, he actually purred 
with pleasure, like he wanted Sully that much. 


Goddamn, Denny’s mouth felt good. Sully didn’t want 
anybody else like he 


wanted Denny, never had. 


Denny’s wet hair trailed over Sully’s skin as he took Sully’s 
cock in, moaning 


around it. He was hungry and needy, taking him in again 
and again like he 


couldn’t get enough. His hands were gentle on Sully’s balls 
and over his cock, 


chasing his mouth back up the shaft and then leading it 
down. Getting Denny 


crazy like this was something that happened at home and, 
God, he did love it, 


but here... This was something he’d never dreamed of. 


“Oh, Lord, sugar...” Sully wound one hand in Denny’s hair 
again, just 


feeling him move. Wasn’t easy, keeping his hips still, not 
when Denny was 


wanting him like this. Finally, he gave in, rocking up to push 
his dick into that hot mouth. 
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Denny moved with him for a long time, going slow when 
Sully started to get 


too wound up and then driving him crazy all over again. 
When he pulled off, his 


slick hand, palm full of lube, replaced his mouth as he 
crawled up over Sully. He must have gotten the lube out 
when he’d stripped. Sully hadn’t had a damn 


thing to do with the packing, so Denny must’ve packed it 
too. He couldn’t hardly think of what that meant. 


“Need you, Sully.” Denny kissed him hungrily, all breathless 
and trembling 


as he got himself settled. 


He was so tight, always so damn tight. Sully curled both 
hands around 


Denny’s hips, holding on as he started to move. 


“Sully.” Denny shifted and took his weight on his other hand, 
cupping 


Sully’s cheek with the clean one. “Lemme take care of you. | 
can. Promise.” 


Oh. Sully slid his hands up to Denny’s face and kissed him 
softly, then let Denny have him. “M all yours.” 


Denny’s hand slid into Sully’s hair, and he tilted Sully’s head 
to kiss him just right while he rode his cock. His physical 
strength was coming back and he was 


getting stronger in other ways too. He kissed Sully like he 
had all the time in the damn world, now that he had Sully 
where he wanted him. 


Sully hadn’t realized how tense he was until it was washed 
away. Denny 


had him and that was such a relief, to be able to give it up 
to his boy. 


Denny whispered, “That’s better,” like he could feel the 
change. 


He brushed his lips from Sully’s neck to his collarbone where 
he kissed him 


until his teeth bit into Sully’s skin and the blood rushed to 
the surface, hard 


enough that it was bound to leave a mark. 


“Goddamn.” His hands clenched on Denny’s ass and he 
groaned. Denny 


sure did know what he liked. 
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Denny made this little noise and tilted his hips into Sully’s 
hands, moving 


faster. He pulled his mouth away from where he was 
marking, and he kissed 


Sully hard on the mouth, his hand clenching in Sully’s hair. 
There wasn’t a damn thing submissive in that kiss. It was 
hard enough to hurt, and Denny’s tongue 


invaded his mouth like fucking, like Sully was the one 
getting taken. 


Sully moaned into it and dragged Denny down onto his cock 
harder, faster 


as his need built up past what his self-control could tame. 
He needed this, 


needed Denny. With Denny tearing him wide open, he 
couldn’t hold back. 


“Good,” Denny breathed, moving harder to meet Sully’s 
demands. “My 


Sully.” He tugged Sully’s head to the side and kissed and 
licked his ear, 


breathing into it, “I want it, Sully. Let go, lemme catch you.” 
He sank his teeth into the ridge of muscle behind Sully’s 
ear, biting and sucking hard enough to 


mark him right there, right where anyone could see it if he 
pushed his hair back, like Denny didn’t give a damn if 
anyone knew where it’d come from. 


Sully closed his eyes and let go. The pleasure built up in his 
belly and raced 


through him like lightning, making him buck and shiver and 
cry out as he came. 


Denny let go of his hair to slide that arm under his 
shoulders, holding him 


close. His voice in Sully’s ear was breathless as he slipped a 
hand between them to jerk off as he rode him hard. “My 
Sully.” He shook, getting even tighter and 


grinding down on Sully when he started to come, whining 
softly with pleasure. 


Sully wrapped his arms around Denny and held on. “I love 
you, sugar,” he 


said, when he could manage to speak. 


Denny relaxed and laid his head on Sully’s shoulder. “I 
know,” he said 


softly. “I know it so much now, Sully. For real. For always.” 
He pressed a gentle kiss where he’d marked Sully’s neck. 


“Always,” Sully promised quietly. He’d hoped Denny would 
catch on that 


this was real, at the start, but then he’d realized he had to 
work on it. That he had 
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to show him what real was, and tell him that this was going 
to be forever for 


him. “Always.” 


Denny lay with him a while before he pushed himself up. 
“Don't you move,” 


he murmured. “I’m gonna get us cleaned up so we can 
sleep.” One more kiss 


and Denny was gone, pulling on his robe and slipping out 
the door. 


When he came back, he had a glass of water in his hand, 
and a washcloth in 


the other. “Here,” he said, perching on the edge of the bed 
and starting to wipe Sully’s chest clean. “Went and got you 
all messed up after you done showered 


and all. Gimme a second and you'll be fit to put on your 
pajamas.” 


Sully could see him well enough in the low light from the 
hall that came in 


through the open door. He was beautiful. Like something out 
of every wet 


dream Sully’d had right here in this room, in this bed. 
Haloed by light, his gold hair and gold eyes shining, his 
touches tender and gentle, he hardly seemed real. 


Sully stretched out and let Denny clean him up, but when he 
was done, Sully 


sat up and caught him for another kiss. 


“Hey, enough of that,” Denny chided, and Sully knew damn 
well he didn’t 


mean it, the way he was talking, especially with how he 
kissed him back. “Don’t 


you Start. You gotta sleep.” 


In spite of that, he slipped out of his robe before he slid his 
arms around 


Sully’s neck, brushing little kisses over his lips and nuzzling 
Sully’s nose with his own. He was full of goodness. 


Sully pulled him onto the bed. Depending on that operation, 
he might be 


about to lose his mama, but he was damn sure not gonna 
lose Denny. He 


wrapped Denny up in his arms and held him close, feeling 
that warmth and life 


and how much he was in love with Denny. 


Denny gave in to him, for all that they were naked in Sully’s 
bed in Sully’s 


folks’ house. He pulled the blankets up around them and 
snuggled as close to 
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Sully as he could get, one leg over both of Sully’s. “Go to 
sleep, now. | set my phone to wake us up in a few hours.” 


Sully breathed in the scent of Denny’s hair and skin. Sleep 
was a good idea. 


They’d need their rest to make it through tomorrow. He 
closed his eyes and 


whispered, “I love you, Denny Clay.” 


Denny made a happy noise and kissed his neck. “I love you 
too, Sully Price. 


Now get some damn sleep before | knock you upside the 
head.” 


Savvy and Sully bookended Daddy as they stood watching 
the doctor and 


nurses wheel Mama away. Denny was on Sully’s other side, 
and when he'd 


Slipped his hand into Sully’s, Sully had clenched it tight. 
Even surrounded by 


three of the people he loved most, he felt bereft. His mama 
might die. 


One of the nurses from the desk came over, and it wasn’t 
until she spoke that 


Sully realized he knew her. 


“Let me take y’all to the waiting room, now,” Lila Mae said 
with a gentle 


touch to Daddy’s shoulder. “l'Il get you settled in so’s the 
doctors can find you.” 


She took them down the hall and around the corner. Sully 
could see the big 


double doors at the end of the hall, the ones that led to the 
operating rooms, but Lila Mae stopped before they got 
there, bringing them on into a little room off 


the side where there was chairs and tables and piles of 
magazines and a TV hung 


up in the corner. 


“Y'all can wait here,” she said. “The doctors will come on 
out to find you 


when the operation’s done, and let you know how it went. 
Nurse’ll come to get 


you when they’re ready to take you on in to recovery.” 


“Thanks, Lila,” Savvy said, settling Daddy into one of the 
chairs. 


Sully forced himself to focus. He gave Lila a nod and half a 
smile. “Thanks.” 
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“No problem, honey.” Lila smiled back at him and patted his 
arm. “You 


should come home more often. Haven’t seen you in years. 
You go and get 


married yet?” 


Sully glanced over at Denny and nodded. “Something like 
that, sure. Lila 


Mae, meet Denny. Denny, this is Lila Mae. We went to school 
together.” 


Lila’s eyes went wide with surprise, but when she held her 
hand out for 


Denny to shake, her smile was warm. She always had been 
a real sweetheart. 


“Nice to meet you, Denny. This big lug taking good care of 
you?” 


“Yes, he sure is.” That Denny managed to talk and stand still 
at the same 


time, much less touch someone, was something else, but he 
shook her hand politely. “Much as | try and tell him it’s 
s'posed to be the other way ‘round just now.” 


Mustering up a sheepish grin for Lila, Sully gave a little 
shrug. “Best to keep 


busy?” 


Lila laughed. “Y’all go on and sit. Let me know if you need 
anything, now, 


y’hear?” 


“Will do.” Sully waved her off and went to sit in the chairs 
across from 


Savvy and his dad, drawing Denny along with him. “You 
Okay, sugar?” He kept 


his voice low. 


“Doin’ fine.” Denny squeezed his hand. “It’s not the time for 
me to be 


worryin’ about what folks think of me. She seems real nice, 
though. Sometimes | 


think you and me grew up on different planets.” 


“Something like that.” Sully decided if Denny was leaning on 
him and 


holding his hand that he could try putting his arm around 
Denny’s shoulders. 


He didn’t pull away and Sully was grateful—he felt stronger 
with Denny next to 


him. “I love you, y’know.” 
196 


www.samhainpublishing.com 





Pit Road 


“You better.” Denny put his head on Sully’s shoulder for a 
moment. “Since 


you went and ruined my reputation all over the place.” 


Sully kissed his hair, baffled by how sometimes disaster 
could turn around 


into everything he’d hoped for. Now he just had to hope and 
pray real hard that 


Mama came through her surgery okay. 


The room was quiet for a long while, and later they tried to 
distract 


themselves with the TV and with a deck of cards Savvy 
pulled out of her purse. 


As soon as that doctor came in, though, the cards got swept 
aside and all their 


focus was on the man in the pale green scrubs. 


Savvy held on to Daddy’s hands, and Sully stood up. “How is 
she?” 


“Mr. Price?” The doctor held out a hand. 
Sully shook it and asked again, “How is she?” 


“The surgery went very well. The next twenty-four hours are 
critical, and 


we'll be keeping a close watch on your mother’s condition, 
but the surgery itself went smoothly. She won’t be awake for 
a while yet. A nurse will come get you 


when she wakes so you Can go in and see her.” 


“Thank you, Doctor,” Daddy said from his seat beside 
Savvy, who still 


wasn't letting him stand up. He was wiping at the tears 
streaming from his eyes 


with the handkerchief he always carried in his pocket. 
“Thank you.” 


After giving Sully a sharp look, Savvy followed the doctor 
out. Sully stayed 


and sat with his dad until Savvy came back to say, “Why 
don’t you boys head 


home, get some rest. | can give y’all a call when Mama 
wakes up.” She shuffled 


them out the door and to the car before Daddy could object, 
and Sully found 


himself driving to the farm. 


Getting Daddy settled in was gonna be a challenge if Sully 
didn’t think 


quick, the way Daddy was fussing around and tidying soon 
as they walked in 
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the house. “Look, you know Savvy’s gonna kick my ass if 
you don’t go to bed,” 


Sully said pitifully. “She’s got that ESP about stuff. She can 
tell if you don’t.” 


Daddy chuckled and relented, heading off to get some rest, 
for Sully’s sake, 


and Sully came outside to find Denny standing on the front 
porch. “Hey, Sugar. 


How’re you holdin’ up?” 


Denny was leaning on the porch rail to take some of the 
weight off his foot, 


looking out over the front of the farm. “Me?” He shrugged, 
glancing over at 


Sully. “Tryin’ not to think about myself. You get your dad to 
take a load off?” 


“Yeah.” Sully came up to stand behind him, wrapping an 
arm around his 


boy’s waist. “Threatened him with Savvy’s temper. Worked 
like a charm.” 


Denny was tense like stone, and he leaned into Sully. “They 
knew,” he said 


quietly, letting his head fall back on Sully’s shoulder. He 
didn’t sound upset, just real tired. 


Sully pressed a kiss to Denny’s hair. “Yeah, sugar. They have 
for a long time 


now. They’re real careful not to let on, on the phone, so’s 
they won’t upset you.” 


Denny was quiet. He hugged his arms over Sully’s like Sully 
was holding 


him together. 


“I always figured they did,” he admitted, after a while. “I 
pretended they 


didn’t, but | knew you couldn’t lie to your family and | never 
wanted you to.” 


“They care about you, y'know. They’ve been waiting for you 
to be okay 


enough to come and see them.” Sully turned Denny around 
to face him. “You're 


part of our family ‘cause | love you and you love me back. 
They love you for 


making me happy.” 


Denny closed his eyes and pressed his forehead to Sully’s 
chest. “I never 


expected that.” 
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“I want you to come with me for Christmas, in the summer, 
every time | 


come visit.” Sully stroked his hair. “You’re always welcome, 
sugar. Whenever 


you're ready.” 


“Well, | guess | made it this far once.” Denny lifted his head, 
and Sully could 


see how his eyelashes were dark and damp. “Wouldn’t mind 
having a proper 


Christmas sometime, kids around and all.” 


“They'll be glad to hear that.” Sully thought his heart was 
gonna scramble 


right out of his chest and run around with being happy. “If 
they weren’t, sugar, | couldn’t come back home to see 
them. You’re my family.” 


“I know.” Denny leaned up to kiss him. “I love bein’ family 
with you.” 
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The track’s rental cars were really taking a beating. They 
always did, with 


kids spending their birthday money on track time in 
Porsches and guys hitting 


their midlife crisis in retired racecars. But this week’d been 
pretty bad, even 


taking that into account. Freddy Johnson hit the wall with 
three different cars, and Jimmy Macon threw a rod by 
redlining his engine and downshifting from 


fifth to second. Damn fool. It was getting to the point where 
they had more cars in the shop than on the track, so Sully 
wasn’t real surprised when his boss came up to him, looking 
awful serious. 


“Somethin’ | can help you with, Mr. McAuley?” 


McAuley frowned, exasperation written all over his sun-aged 
face, and 


crossed his arms over his chest. After looking around the 
shop instead of at Sully for a minute, he sighed real heavy 
and shook his head. 


“I gotta get someone in here to start setting some folks 
right. You said you 


had a friend who knew a few things about driving, yeah?” 
Now, he looked over 


at Sully, hesitating like he was weighing his words. “You 
happen to know if he 


might be looking for some work?” 


He’d mentioned that a good long time ago, before Denny’d 
had his last 


Surgery. He was surprised Mr. McAuley remembered, much 
less wanted to ask 


him about it. Still, being on the track might be real good for 
Denny, even if he wouldn’t be the one doing the driving. 


“Sure thing. Denny drove sprint cars up 
Pit Road 


‘til a real bad crash took him out last summer. He’s been 
getting back on his feet, might be interested. You want me 
to give him a call, see what he says?” 


McAuley looked him over sharply, but nodded. “Sure thing. 
Tell him to 


come out here. He can stay as long as he keeps people from 
testing my damn 


patience. Look at this place.” He stumped off, grumbling 
under his breath until 


someone he could yell at caught his attention, and his voice 
rose up above the 


garage clatter. 


Well, all right then. Damned if that wasn’t the last thing he’d 
expected, 


walking into the garage this morning. He couldn’t keep the 
grin from creeping 


over his face, but he just shook his head and went back to 
work. 


“Hey, can I get a favor from you?” 


Sully slammed his head against the tailpipe of the car he 
was inspecting and 


bounced it off the creeper under him. Jay. Oh, dear Jesus. 


“Yeah?” He worked himself out from under the car and 
wiped his fingers 


over his forehead to see if he was bleeding. 


“| have a lead on another Mustang, and the seller’s going to 
bring it around 


for me to test drive.” From this angle, Jay was a slim line of 
dark gray wool with a thin blue stripe. He must have been 
on his way to his office. “Wondered if 


you'd take a look for me.” 


“If I’m around,” Sully found himself agreeing. “Before you 
take it out.” Jay 


was an ass but Sully didn’t want to see him smeared across 
the track because 


someone else couldn’t keep up their car. 


“Much appreciated.” Jay shifted uncomfortably, then 
tweaked his pants as 


he crouched to be at Sully’s level. “You're still pissed with 
me about...” 


“Nope.” Sully sat up. “Now I’m pissed at you ’cause you 
can’t figure out 


why I'd be pissed in the first place.” 
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“Goddamn it.” Jay ran a hand over his face, a hand with a 
couple rings on it 


that were probably as pricey as the car Sully was inspecting. 
“This is why | quit dating women.” 


“They got a lower son-of-a-bitch tolerance than men?” Sully 
wanted to push 


him over on his fancy-suited ass. 
“You're mad because | don’t know why you’re mad.” 


“Yep.” Sully flopped back and shoved himself under the car 
again. “That 


don’t mean | won’t check over your car.” 


“Fine.” Jay grabbed him by the leg of his jumpsuit and 
tugged until he rolled 


himself out again. “It was stupid and insensitive, and | 
forgot this wasn’t Boston or Austin or San Francisco, okay? If 
Boss had loss-prevention cameras back there, you might 
have lost your job.” 


“Uh-huh.” 


“I would have gotten you another job, though,” Jay said, like 
that made it 


better. Sully gave in and shoved him over. 


“I want this job. | think your problem ain’t women or men.” 
Sully sat up and gave him an arch look. “I think you’re just 
an ass.” 


“A likeable ass?” Jay looked pained. “Who isn’t mad at you 
for ruining his 


two-thousand-dollar suit?” 
“Maybe,” Sully allowed. 


“I am sorry. Selfishly, of course.” Jay held out his hand and 
Sully grabbed it 


to help him get up. “I like hanging out with you. And you are 
really good at 


what you do. Can we pretend that never happened now? 
And be friends?” 


“If you leave the suit and the money at home.” Sully let go 
of his hand and 


leaned back to look up at his face. “And swear to God you 
won't pull that stunt 


again.” 

“I won’t. It was ill-considered.” 
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“You got a talent for understatement.” Sully flopped down. 
“Best go on, 


since you need to change that suit before your meeting.” 
The floor was gritty 


with tire dust. 


“PIL be around during your shift Thursday,” Jay said, taking 
himself off at 


last. 


Sully pulled himself under the car and lay there, staring at 
nothing. Jay. 


Right. What the hell was he gonna do about that? 
“You want me to what?” 


The conversation was going about as good as Sully’d 
expected. Then it got 


even better. 


“With that guy there?” Denny’s voice hit a whole new level 
of angry when 


the realization dawned. He knocked his coffee over as he 
lunged up off the couch to storm out back. 


Sully went to fetch a towel from the kitchen to mop up the 
mess. Seemed that 


was the theme for today. Jay cleaning up his own mess with 
Sully, now Sully 


was cleaning up another. At least the cup had been mostly 
empty and the coffee 


in it was black. He put the towel in the sink to soak and 
pulled out a couple 


beers. With Denny mostly off the pain medication, maybe 
he could resort to 


some old problem-solving methods. 


“Hey,” he said cautiously, stepping out onto the deck. 
Denny was on the 


steps, staring out at the wood lot. “Beer?” 


“That’s gonna magically fix things?” Denny didn’t turn 
around. 


“No, but | could really use one and | hate to drink alone.” 
Sully sat on the 


step with him. 
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“We need the money,” Denny said, taking a bottle of beer 
from him. “God 


damn it, Sully.” 


“We don’t need the money that bad.” They did, but Sully 
wasn’t going to let 


money force Denny into a decision. God knew it got people 
thinking all wrong. 


“My pride does.” Denny twisted the cap off the beer and 
took a drink. “I 


can’t play housewife forever. l'Il do it.” He was saying one 
thing while the white around his lips and the tightness 
around his eyes said another. 


Sully wasn’t about to let Jay be a problem for him and 
Denny. If he had to, 


he’d have more than a few words with Jay about the whole 
deal—again. Denny 


wasn’t going to know that, though, wasn’t going to assume 
that Sully would take 


care of him. 


“He won’t be a problem.” Sully put his arm around Denny’s 
shoulders, 


ignoring the way Denny tensed up. “Won't let it happen.” He 
kissed Denny’s 


hair. 
“How’d you know?” Denny was like stone under Sully’s arm. 


“Because he’s a Shallow son of a bitch.” Sully gave Denny’s 
back a gentle rub 


and then let him be. “He loves his cars. If he wants them to 
go around the track right, he’ll behave his damn self.” 


“Which of us was right ‘bout him last time?” Denny wouldn’t 
look at him, 


just drank his beer, shoulders rigid, jaw tight. 


Denny had a hell of a point. Sully didn’t want to push it. 
They were done 


talking about it for now but this sure as hell wasn’t over. 
Sully was just gonna have to wait for the other shoe to drop 
and hope he could mop up the next mess. 
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Sunday morning, just past dawn. The birds were singing. 
Denny refrained 


from picking up a stone and whipping it into the nearest 
tree. Goddamn things, 


being so damn cheerful. They could cut it out. 


He hadn’t had a damn reason to care what day of the week 
it was for 


months. He went by dates, due dates for his assignments, 
physical-therapy 


appointments, checkups with Dr. Halder. Weekends 
mattered because Sully was 


home, but he didn’t care other than that. 


It had been nearly a month since they’d come home from 
Sully’s folks’. 


They’d been there more than a week, long enough to worry 
about the money 


Sully wasn’t making, but it had been good for Sully. Since 
then, Denny’d had a 


clean bill of health from Halder, and he’d been working his 
ass off to get back in shape without a care for what day it 
was. Every day was a day for more work, 


more getting better. 


He took the stairs up to the house two at a time, feeling the 
stretch in his bad leg. Stretch and twinge all the way 
through the bottom of his foot. That was 


good. One good thing about today. Tomorrow was not 
promising to be even a 


little bit good. 


Today was Sunday and tomorrow was Monday. Tomorrow, he 
went to work 


over at the track. With Sully. Not with-with, not in the same 
job, but with. It was enough. He limped into the kitchen to 
refill his water bottle. He was crazy. 


It wasn’t just the working with Sully, it was the working with 
him at the 


same place that some guy made a pass at him—more than 
made a pass, outright 


kissed him, because to Denny making a pass implied that 
the other person had a 


chance to duck. Some guy smart enough to work out that 
Sully was queer and 


dumb enough not to notice how outing him could ruin his 
whole life. What the hell am I doing? 
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Sully was still asleep, so he had time to ask himself that 
question a million 


times as he worked out on the home gym set up over in the 
corner of the living 


room. Thoroughly sweaty and still out of sorts an hour later, 
he put the coffee on before he headed upstairs for a shower. 


Working out hadn’t improved his mood. He wanted to crawl 
out of his skin. 


But he had to write an essay for the middle of the week and 
hand in an outline 


and finish a physics assignment before tomorrow. Before 
work. Goddamn. 


Nothing made it better—not the shower, not focusing on 
breakfast. Nothing made the fact that he was going to have 
to work with Sully go away. Tomorrow. 


He thumped a plate of homemade waffles on the table as 
Sully stumbled down. 


“There’s your breakfast,” he muttered. 


He threw himself onto the couch and grabbed his physics 
text. Stupid 


goddamn physics. He knew about physics. It was what made 
you crash or not. 


He should’ve been good at this stuff. Maybe if he hit himself 
on the head with 


the textbook enough, he could get out of work. 


Sully sat on the couch and eyeballed Denny for a minute. 
Denny could feel 


the weight of his stare, and it just made him more twitchy. 
“Thank you kindly,” Sully drawled, patient as ever. 


“Eat your goddamn waffles,” Denny said from behind the 
textbook. Waves. 


Sound waves. Right. Focusing. He peeped over the top of 
the book to see if his 


grumpiness had crossed the line. 


There was Sully, staring right back at him, one dark red 
eyebrow raised. 


Sully shook his head a little and cut himself a bite of the 
waffles. “These’re real good, sugar. You already eat?” 


“Yuhuh.” Denny hid behind his book again. “Got hungry 
makin’ your 


breakfast.” 
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Least he wouldn’t be a housewife anymore, once he was 
working at the 


track. Was a low place for a guy who used to be the one in 
the driver’s seat, that place where he was worrying about 
grocery bills and getting behind the toilet 


clean, but that was better than knowing Sully was doing it 
for him. He was kinda gonna miss making Sully’s coffee in 
the morning, his dinner in the evening... For fuck’s sake, 
Denny, man up. 


The quantity x/c is the time that the wave takes to travel 
the distance x. When the hell was Denny gonna need to 
know that? Seriously. 


He made himself read on. Better than getting sloppy over 
the bad ol’ days. 


Way he was going on, might as well buy him some pearls 
and an apron and 


leave him home. Even teaching pimply kids how to run their 
go-carts was better 


than fussing around the house all day. 


The scrape of Sully’s knife and fork on the plate finally 
stopped, and Sully 


stood to go put his dishes in the sink. “You got lots of 
homework to do?” 


“Enough. Don’t wanna count on having to think ‘round my 
leg hurting later 


this week.” Would Denny be doing his damn homework right 
now if he didn’t 


have homework to do? No. “’Sides, there’s a race on today.” 


“Want me to let you be so’s you can finish your work before 
the race comes 


on?” 


“Prob’ly best.” Denny didn’t want to finish his work. He 
didn’t want to be 


here. He didn’t want it to be Sunday... He’d only made it to 
Sunday by 


pretending it wasn’t happening. He gritted his teeth and 
focused on the book. 


Hertz can be used to measure any periodic event; the most 
common uses for hertz are to describe radio and audio 
frequencies, more or less sinusoidal contexts in which case 
a frequency of Hz is equal to one cycle per second. What the 
hell? Wasn’t Hertz a car-rental company? Sunday was a 
terrible, terrible day. 
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“Sure thing, sugar.” Sully settled in a chair on the far side 
from Denny, book 


in hand. “lIl just be over here.” 


Sully was so reasonable. Grown up. About everything. 
Stupid Sully. 


Denny couldn’t do physics. He got out Lord of the Flies and 
did some work on his outline for an essay he already knew 
was completely unoriginal, but he 


couldn’t think of anything else to say that didn’t bring up 
the fact that his 


childhood hadn’t been far different. That done, he poked a 
little at the start of World War | and came up with something 
that wasn’t “people suck”. 


Back to physics. He could hardly sit still. He kept shifting 
and his leg itched 


and his eyes crossed and why was there an x-axis and a y- 
axis? Why those letters? 


What did they do to anyone? 


And he didn’t know a thing about sine waves. Was that like 
the math stuff 


about cosines and tangents? He’d failed that part in school. 


God, he wouldn’t even be doing this if it weren’t for 
goddamn Sully who 


kept being reasonable about everything like going to school 
and getting a job at the track and telling his folks about him 
and Denny so that half the goddamn country knew Denny 
was gay and it wasn’t like it was going to be a secret long 


at work either and Sully had to go and cozy up to some guy 
who knew he was 


queer and Denny was never going to race again and Sully 
was just gonna say 


something reasonable and it was fine for him because he 
was ten goddamn years 


older than Denny and... 


He threw the physics book on the floor, where it boomed on 
the hardwood. 


Fuck this. 
“Fuck this.” 


He was going to buy a pack of cigarettes and then he was 
going to drinka 


beer or six and fuck how well he did at physics. He didn’t 
give a damn about any physics except for driving, and God 
knew he wasn’t ever going to do that again 


208 


www.samhainpublishing.com 





Pit Road 


even if he did get his leg working right. Denny bounced off 
the corner of the 


living room wall on his way to the hall to find his sneakers. 


“Hey, now.” Suddenly, Sully was right there in front of him, 
catching him by 


the scruff of the neck with one big hand and pulling him up 
short. “Settle down 


and look at me.” When he didn’t raise his eyes right away, 
Sully repeated 


himself, growling the words. “Look. At. Me.” 


“Why?” He shrugged Sully’s hand off and scowled at him. If 
Sully wanted 


Denny looking at him, he could take what he damn well got. 


“Don’t pull that shit with me, Denny Clay. | Know damn well 
why you're all 


riled up, but I’m getting real tired of the way you keep 
Snapping at me and 


throwing shit around.” Sully looked on the verge of pissed 
off. 


“Well, what’s your fuckin’ solution?” Denny stomped the last 
steps to the 


closet and scrabbled for his sneakers, keeping his ass well 
out of the way ofa 


swat from Sully. There they were—he grabbed them up by 
the laces. He could 


put ’em on outside. Flipping his hair out of his eyes, he 
straightened up to glare at Sully again. “Tellin’ everybody?” 


Sully came closer, and still closer, backing Denny up against 
the door before 


he could open it to get outside. “You know damn well | ain’t 
gonna out you or 


me at the track. You wanna be pissed at me for what we do 
in bed, you go right 


on ahead, but don’t you blame me for something | ain’t 
gonna do. Last thing it is is the end of the world.” 


“Don’t you go tellin’ me how to manage myself in my own 
damn house!” 


Denny got right up in Sully’s face for that one. “Con-damn- 
gratulations for bein’ 


fine with everything. | ain’t! | didn’t give you no illusions 
about things when you got into this, and if you’re losin’ 
patience with me, too bad. It ain’t easy for me, and it ain’t 
lookin’ to change any time soon, so maybe you best 
manage 


yourself!” 
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By the time Denny was done, he was yelling at the top of his 
lungs. He never 


yelled, but it sure felt like the right thing to do, what with 
being backed up in a corner in every damn way. 


Something flickered across Sully’s face, something he 
couldn’t rightly place, 


and then it was gone and Sully’s bright blue gaze was just 
boring into him again, clear and intense. “I didn’t say a 


damn thing about losing my patience with this being hard 
for you.” 


Sully got hold of Denny’s wrists, and then he was dragging 
them both up 


over his head. The shoes hit the floor and he was pinned up 
to the door before he knew it and frozen between being 
terrified and knowing he couldn’t hurt Sully 


and Sully wouldn’t hurt him. All the mad in him turned to 
ice, and he was left 


scared right through, scared of everything and in trouble 
and feeling half his age, half his size. He couldn’t look away 
from Sully, trying to work out how bad he’d messed up and 
how to get out of it and what to do. 


“Don’t you tell me things aren’t getting better when they 
are and we both 


know it,” Sully said firmly. He didn’t seem a bit mad. “Settle 
down. You're sure as hell not walking out that door all 
messed up like this.” 


“I can damn well go out if | want,” Denny managed. Truth 
was, he didn’t 


have a hope in hell of going anywhere like this if Sully didn’t 
let go and it scared the hell out of him. He hated being stuck 
where he had to trust anyone. “You 


ain’t my mother.” 


His voice shook when he said it, though, and it was a thin 
layer of brave over 


a whole black hole of terrified. Sully wasn’t scared of much 
of anything, sure as hell not scared of Denny, nor of folks 
knowing about them, and that just made 


Denny so mad when he had room for it. 
210 

www.samhainpublishing.com 

Pit Road 


“Nope. I’m sure not.” Sully rested his forehead against 
Denny’s and sighed, 


but he still didn’t let go. “That’s exactly why I’m not letting 
you walk out that door. You go off pissed like this, you won’t 
come back, and then where’ll | be?” 


Sully sounded right sad, and that was the last thing Denny 
wanted. He never 


meant for his anger to spill out on Sully. As soon as Sully 
really touched him, his fear and rage drained away. He could 
feel the warmth of Sully’s body, breathe 


his breath, smell his skin and hair. It felt like love. 


“How’m I gonna leave you?” Denny’s voice wasn’t any 
steadier. “No other 


place in this world for me to be. No one else out there’s 
dumb enough to look 


twice at me, much less take me in.” 


“Don’t you believe that for a second, sugar.” Sully shifted 
his grip to take 


both Denny’s wrists in one hand, and brought his free hand 
down to cup the 


nape of Denny’s neck again. He was gentle and his eyes 
were real intense. 


“You're not the one who sees it when people look at you like 
they want to take 


you home.” 


Oh. “| don’t see nothin’ but you,” Denny said, standing on 
his toes to brush his mouth over Sully’s. “Even when I got 
my eyes closed.” 


It was too true. He didn’t have a damn clue what anyone 
else looked like, 


really—didn’t care, didn’t notice. Only thing he cared to look 
at was Sully. He 


was terrified it'd get him in trouble out in the real world. He 
tried so hard never to look Sully’s way out there. 


Sully’s hand slid forward until it was cupping Denny’s cheek, 
warm and 


callused and real. Sully tilted his head, mouth angling over 
Denny’s, kissing him softly. He leaned up into the kiss, 
trembling. He was still strung out and scared, but right now 
all he wanted was to make Sully want him. 


Sully pulled away, though, and looked at Denny for a 
moment. Finally, he let 


Denny’s arms drop, but before they hit his sides, Sully’d 
scooped him up. He 
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stepped over the fallen shoes and carried him to the couch, 
sitting down with 


Denny on his lap. 


Denny thought he ought to protest, but he didn’t have it in 
him. He didn’t 


want to go to work tomorrow, and he wanted Sully to make 
it better. He hung on 


to Sully, pressing his face into the warm curve of Sully’s 
neck. 


“I’m sorry,” he whispered. He was just so mad, he didn’t 
know what to do 


with himself. Wasn’t fair. It wasn’t. 


“I know, sugar.” Sully cuddled him up and petted his back 
with one big 


hand. “You need to trust me. Let me take care of you. | got 
you.” 


“I don’t know how.” It sounded stupid because what was 
there to know? But 


he’d never done it without getting himself in trouble first. 


Sully’s hand slid up into his hair. At first, it felt soothing, 
petting him, and then his hand clenched tight and Denny’s 


eyes watered with the sting. Then the 


pain was gone and Sully was petting him again. “You trust 
me, don’t you, 


sugar?” 


Oh, God. He could hardly talk. The petting felt good and 
sweet, but when Sully pulled his hair it was like getting shot 
with a drug. He nodded, swallowing hard. “I do.” Hell, he let 
Sully do so much to him. Let. Wanted. Needed. Hated. It was 
all mixed up. 


“You’re gonna settle down and listen to me. We’re gonna be 
fine, Sugar.” 


Sully sounded so certain, calm and sure. He stroked his 
hand over Denny’s hair 


one more time. “Go put your shoes away. Don’t want you 
tripping over ‘em later 


on.” 


“Okay, Sully.” Denny felt damn ashamed of himself now. He 
went and 


picked up his textbook, set it on the coffee table and took 
his ass off to put away his shoes. 
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He didn’t know what to do. There was no way out of what 
scared him. He 


felt like he couldn’t breathe. There was nothing to fight, 
nothing to fix. He 


couldn’t keep folks from thinking anything, couldn’t change 
who he and Sully 


were. 


He put his shoes where they belonged and closed the closet 
door. Bad 


enough he had all those problems, but then he had to go act 
like an ass to the 


only person who loved him. 


Sully loved his boy so much. He leaned forward, elbows on 
his knees, 


waiting for Denny to put his shoes away. By the time he 
came back into view, his nerves had bled down. Now he just 
looked small and sad, like a wet kitten. 


“C’mere.” 


Hands in his pockets, jeans almost hanging off his hips, 
Denny did as he was 


told. When he got close and realized his place on Sully’s lap 
was gone, his 


expression flickered with hurt and confusion. He sank to his 
knees and, witha 


defeated sigh, butted his head against one of Sully’s hands. 


At least he was calm. Sully turned his hand to cup Denny’s 
cheek. He leaned 


forward and pressed a kiss to the other cheek. When he sat 
up again, he got his 


free hand into Denny’s hair, petting. 


“I want it to stop.” Denny leaned into his touch, eyes 
Slipping shut. “An’ | 


can’t figure it out. | try.” When he was upset, he usually 
looked about one twitch away from taking a swing at 
something. Not now. 


“Stop trying.” Sully wanted to help Denny forget for a little 
while. “There’s 


nothing that needs changing, sugar. Not even you.” 


Sully kissed him until he opened his mouth and let him in. 
He clenched his 


hand in Denny’s hair again. Denny whimpered into the 
kisses and almost went 
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limp in Sully’s hands. Now he was all yielding. There. That 
was what Sully was 


looking for. 


“Good,” Sully murmured, and kissed him again, nuzzling at 
his mouth until 


he was sure Denny wasn’t gonna snap out of his calm. “Go 
get your book and 


come on back here.” 


Denny didn’t speak, like he was scared of waking himself 
up. He nodded 


and went to fetch his book and notebook and a pencil and a 
calculator. He 


stopped in front of Sully, uncertain about what to do next. 


Sully settled onto the couch, creating a space for Denny to 
sit on the seat 


between his legs. “Come sit,” he said, holding one hand out 
to guide him in. 


Usually getting Denny to snuggle when he was in a mood 
was like putting a 


cat in a carrier for a trip to the vet, scratches and all. Now, 
he pressed up real close with his feet on the coffee table 
and his back to Sully, books in his lap. He sure could make 
Sully feel like a big thug when he was feeling small. 


“Good,” Sully said again, brushing Denny’s hair away from 
one side of his 


neck and kissing the soft skin he’d bared. He didn’t want 
any of this to feel like Denny was doing something wrong. 
He’d had enough of that in his life already. 


“Go on and get to work. I’m right here.” 


The kiss made Denny shiver, but he nodded and sorted 
things out so he 


could do his work. He was real strung out. Sully could feel it 
under his skin, the ripples of tension that came and went for 
no reason except he couldn’t stop being scared. Still, he put 
his mind to his work and started getting notes taken and 


questions done. 


When he was finally finished with his homework, Sully 
nudged him to 


standing. “You go on and put that away. We’re going 
upstairs.” 


He rose up behind Denny to give his hair another little tug. 
Denny nearly 


dropped everything, but he held it together long enough to 
put things in order 
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and take them over to the shelf where he kept them when 
he wasn’t working. 


Then, keeping an eye on Sully, he headed for the stairs. 


Sully sure did love the way pulling on Denny’s hair made 
him react. He gave 


Denny a nod of approval and followed him on up. Gave him 
a chance to check 


out how Denny was moving, see if his leg was holding up. If 
that meant he was 


watching that tight ass too, well...that was purely a bonus. 


“You wait there,” he said when they stepped into the 
bedroom. He didn’t 


wait to see if Denny’d obey, just went on ahead to gather up 
what he needed. 


“You don’t have to do anything, Sully,” Denny said quietly. 
“Really, I’m fine. 


I’m sorry for gettin’ wound up before.” He wasn’t exactly 
disobeying—he’d 


stopped near the door where Sully left him—but he didn’t 
look happy about it 


either. 
“You gonna say no?” 


“No. I...” Denny rubbed the top of one bare foot with the 
toes of the other. 


“I’m just tired of bein’ the problem is all. You don’t have to 
fix me. | gotta get over myself.” 


“Look at me.” Sully took Denny by the shoulders so he 
didn’t have much 


choice but to look at him. “I don’t have to do anything. What 
| want to do right now is tie you to that bed and fuck you ’til 
you can’t think no more. | want to 


take the weight of the world off you for a little while. Let you 
remember how 


good it is for us.” 


“If you want,” Denny said, but his wide eyes said something 
else altogether, 


like maybe he was barely keeping himself from throwing 
himself into doing 


what Sully wanted. 


Sully slid his hands up under Denny’s T-shirt, pushing it up 
his boy’s chest. 


“This is in my way.” 
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Denny stripped the shirt up over his head and dropped it. 
He undid his jeans 


and let them slide away. There was nothing underneath, no 
need for it what with 


it being Sunday. He wasn’t nowhere near as bad about 
getting naked in front of 


Sully as he had been when he was recovering from his 
surgeries. The workouts 


and physical therapy had done him a world of good, and he 
was getting back to 


his old sleek, muscled self. 


“Much better.” Sully stroked a hand from Denny’s chest to 
his hip and 


thought about all the things he wanted to do. His hand slid 
up, tangling in 


Denny’s hair again, and he used that to guide Denny over to 
the bed and down 


onto it. 


Getting Denny into bed was easy, but then he was twisting 
against the hand 


in his hair, kneeling on the bed and leaning back to try to 
get kisses. “Sully,” he said, reaching for him. His body 
language said the rest. Please, kiss me. 


That was a request he was happy to grant. He dragged 
Denny onto the bed 


by his hair, crawling up over him, and kissed his boy on the 
mouth. Denny’s lips were the hottest thing he’d ever got his 
mouth on, right up there with his dick 


and all the rest of his body. He licked into Denny’s mouth, 
fucking it with his 


tongue until Denny was whimpering under him. 


Denny wrapped his arms around Sully’s neck and hooked his 
leg around 


one of Sully’s, holding on to him tight while he begged for 
more with quiet 


noises. As much as he fussed about the world finding out 
about them, when it 


was the two of them alone, Denny /oved sex, loved 
everything they did in bed together like crazy. He never left 


Sully with a single doubt that he wanted it. 


Sully just needed to get him to where he’d ask for it. Hell, 
he’d settle for Denny asking for anything he needed. 


Months back, he’d gone to do more shopping like they’d 
agreed on, and 


picked up a nice pair of handcuffs so he wouldn’t have to 
use random things to 
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tie Denny up. He hadn’t had a chance to pull them out until 
today, and he wasn’t sure how Denny was going to take the 
whole idea. The chain between them 


jingled as he picked one up. 
“You gonna let me put this on you?” 


Things had changed, the way Denny offered up his hand 
almost before Sully 


asked for it. Wasn’t any anxiety in him. He was all 
anticipation, his breath too fast and his eyes bright. That 
was as good aS a yes. 


Sully rewarded him with a kiss, and drew Denny’s arm up 
over his head, 


locking it into the cuff. He tucked the other one through the 
rails of the 


headboard and brought it out again to fasten up his other 
wrist. The black leather looked real pretty against Denny’s 
barely tanned skin. 


“You tell me if that hurts. If anything does.” 


Denny got a stubborn look on his face that Sully knew damn 
well. He wasn’t 


gonna be a sissy about it. 


Damned if that didn’t piss Sully right off. He slid off Denny 
and rolled him 


over onto his belly to give him a hard smack on the ass. 
Leaning in, he 


murmured in Denny’s ear, “You tell me if it starts to hurt or 
we don’t play like this. I’m not gonna fuck up your shoulders 
"cause you want to come over all 


manly or some shit.” 


“I ain’t whining about it, or we’d never do anything.” Denny 
glared over his 


shoulder at Sully, the muscles in his back tense from 
twisting that way. “You 


want someone to whine about it, you best date that city 
boy.” 


Being cuffed up didn’t do a thing to stop Denny’s sass. It 
was like he didn’t 


have a clue he was cuffed up and bare-assed and thirty 
seconds away from a 


paddling. Sully was starting to see that Denny really didn’t 
have that clue—he’d do whatever it took to hold his chin up. 
Same attitude made him carry too much 
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speed into the corners on the track, only he was a damn 
sight better at running a car than running his mouth. No 
self-preservation at all. 


Sully gave him another smack on the ass, harder this time, 
and grabbed hold 


of his hair again and dragged him up by it so he could see 
the tears gathering at the corner of Denny’s eye from the 
sting. “You keep arguing, see what it gets 


you. It’s gonna get you a whole lot of time not getting 
fucked is what it’s gonna get you.” 


Denny’s jaw went real tight. Sometimes, seemed like he 
picked fights with 


Sully 'cause he didn’t have a damn hope of winning any 
fight he had with the 


universe. Sully was right sorry about that, but he wasn’t 
about to let Denny hurt himself. 


“Fine.” Denny might be pissed, but it didn’t seem to occur to 
him to tell Sully 


to untie him. He arched up to take the sting out of Sully’s 
grip, twisting to try and kiss his wrist. 


Sully relaxed his grip and trailed his hands down Denny’s 
spine. He had a 


real fondness for Denny’s ass. He massaged it, squeezing 
the cheeks, teasing 


fingers along the crease. 


“Oh, God, Sully.” Denny arched like a cat, hollowing out his 
back and 


pushing his hips up into Sully’s hands. His tension was the 
tension of need now, and he was all spread out just for Sully. 


“Like that, do you?” Sully knew the answer, though. He 
knew exactly how 


much Denny loved having his ass played with, and he loved 
the way Denny 


responded to it. He slid between Denny’s legs and held the 
cheeks of Denny’s ass apart with both hands, dragging his 
tongue from his perineum to the base of his 


spine in one long lick. 


Denny pushed his face into the pillows and cried out, 
Shivering. Leaning 


back, he quickly hit the length of the chain and let it stretch 
him out. 
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Just like that. God, Sully loved how Denny was so damn 
responsive when he 


got all wound up. He licked again and again, teasing with 
the tip of his tongue, listening to Denny’s desperate, needy 
sounds. The longer he went on, the more 


turned on Denny got, writhing and begging for more, for 
Sully to touch him, 


please. His body was taut, and a fine sheen came up on his 
Skin, turning him 


even more golden. 


He was gorgeous like that. Sully sat up a little to look but 
that didn’t last 


long, as bad as he wanted to touch. Grabbing the lube, he 
Slicked his fingers and pushed two into Denny at once. 


The chains on the cuffs jerked tight as Denny bucked, trying 
to get more. 


“Jesus, Sully,” he gasped. “Stop teasin’.” He clenched his 
hands in the pillows 


and pressed his face into one arm, like he was trying to shut 
something out. 


“Not teasing a bit.” He fucked Denny with his fingers for a 
minute, then 


grabbed the dildo he’d brought out with the cuffs and 
Slicked it up, too. It wasn’t a big one—Denny’d never had 
anything in him that wasn’t Sully and Sully 


wanted to ease him into it. “You want this?” 


“Want you, Sully.” Denny made a helpless noise and 
something rippled 


through him like he was trying to stop himself from getting 
out of hand. “Sully, please.” 


“I’m right here.” Sully petted the curve of Denny’s ass with 
his free hand and 


started to nudge the tip of the dildo into him. He was right 
there with Denny, 


just as wanting. His cock was straining at his jeans but the 
discomfort kept him focused. 


“Sully, don’t stop,” Denny begged. There wasn’t any 
question he knew it 


wasn’t Sully, but he wasn’t pulling away. He looked so damn 
good like this, and 


being able to see it, to really focus on his pleasure, was 
incredible. 
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When Denny came, his body bowed with it, a tight curve of 
pleasure, his 


head dropped and he cried Sully’s name as he let it happen. 
Goddamn, but that 


was beautiful. Sully fucked him through it, savoring every 
second of Denny’s 


orgasm. When Denny started to come down, Sully kissed his 
way up Denny’s 


spine as he slipped the dildo out and tossed it aside. 


“Good, sugar. That’s real good,” he murmured, rolling Denny 
over onto his 


back again. 


“Sully, c’mere.” Denny reached for him and the cuffs came 
up short. He’d 


never been one to fight being tied up—in fact, Sully’d never 
tied him up so’s he couldn’t get loose if he tried hard 
enough—but he was pissed about it now. The 


chain clattered against the rails as he let one hand all the 
way up to the 


headboard to try and reach for Sully with the other. 


Sully rolled up over him, pressed up against him. His clothes 
were getting 


covered in Denny’s sweat and come, but he didn’t care. He 
covered Denny’s 


mouth with his own, kissing him hard and hot, and then 
pulled away again to 


see Denny’s flushed face. 


Denny looked so intense, like he was dying of thirst and 
Sully was water. His 


eyes were dark, the pupils like wells and the gold irises thin 
like wedding rings. 


He licked his lips and leaned up as best he could for 
another, hands clenched on the chain above the cuffs, 
muscles swelling with the effort. 


“I’m here, sugar,” Sully murmured, leaning in again to give 
him the kisses he 


was after. He purred into Denny’s mouth, licking at his 
tongue, and rocked his 


hips to rub his hard cock against Denny’s thigh. The jeans 
were gonna have to go soon. 


As soon as Denny got his kisses and had Sully pressed 
against him, the 


struggle was gone. In its place were sweet, hungry kisses 
and sinuous writhing 


that made the muscles of Denny’s thigh surge against 
Sully’s erection. He was all 220 
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purrs now, nothing feigned about them. Sully touching him 
seemed like it was 


the perfect drug, and he was high on it. 


“I’m right here,” Sully said again, kissing away from Denny’s 
mouth and 


down the side of his neck, careful not to leave any marks. 
He lapped at a nipple, sucked, and bit hard enough to make 
Denny’s body pull taut like a bowstring. 


“Sully...” Denny tugged on the chains and made them 
rattle. As Sully 


moved, Denny pulled his knees up and apart, opening up for 
him. “God, Sully. 


Please...don’t go.” 


“Not goin’ anywhere,” Sully assured him. He kissed Denny 
on the mouth 


once more, and slid down to get Denny’s softening dick in 
his mouth. Denny 


could go another round if Sully caught him right, and Sully 
definitely wanted 


him hard and raring to go when he fucked him. 


Sully’s mouth seemed to be exactly the reassurance Denny 
needed. He cried 


out and shook, babbling to where Sully had to sort it out 
from between sobs and 


gasps and swearing while he got hard again. 


He went on about how much he loved Sully, how he didn’t 
want to lose 


Sully, how he was scared he didn’t know how to be the way 
he had been—shut 


off from Sully in public so no one would see. He couldn’t 
help looking at Sully 


like he loved him, and what if he could shut himself off 
again, what if it made 


him stop loving Sully? If he had to choose between racing 
and Sully, now, he’d 


choose Sully, and he was damn sorry he hadn’t thought that 
before. 


Slowly, Sully let Denny’s cock slip out of his mouth, and he 
sat up to strip off his shirt. When his jeans and briefs hit the 
floor, he settled in between Denny’s legs. Denny wrapped 
his legs around Sully’s waist and moved with him. He was 


getting so strong now, maybe stronger than he had been 
before. 


“Don’t you worry, sugar,” Sully said, slicking up his cock and 
pushing in 


real slow. Denny was watching him, listening to him, with his 
eyes real wide and 
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his teeth sunk into his lower lip, like he had to understand 
what Sully was saying. 


“I’m not gonna let you go. Wouldn’t let you do anything 
that’d make you stop 


loving me the way you do. You’re mine.” 


Denny sucked in air and closed his eyes, nodding. “Okay,” 
he said at last, 


barely loud enough to hear. 


And that was that. The last of the tension went out of him, 
he let go of the 


chains and let his arms drop loose above his head. Sully got 
to see him beaten 


down, scared, vulnerable, small and tired to death, but he 
almost never really got to see Denny trust him. When Denny 
opened his eyes, they were clear and calm. 


“I’m yours,” he said, like he knew it for certain now. 


“You sure are. That’s not gonna change. Ever.” Sully planted 
his hands on 


either side of Denny’s head and fucked him with smooth 
rolls of his hips, driving in deep and letting Denny feel all of 
him. He wanted to make Denny feel good, 


because he deserved it. 


This time, it was different. No protest, only pleasure. He was 
supple and 


easy under Sully, arching and letting his head fall back, 

baring his throat. His wordless cries of pleasure bounced off 
the walls, filling the room. Tightening his legs, he moved to 
take Sully in deeper, his body clenching around Sully’s cock 


with each stroke. He looked like pure sex, still glowing with 
sweat and smeared 


with come. 


Sully kissed him: his mouth, his cheek, his jaw, his throat. 
He wanted to kiss 


him everywhere. Looking at Denny like this—pure heat and 
pleasure and trust— 


was incredible, and he could hardly breathe for it. He wasn’t 
gonna last, not like this. He got a hand around Denny’s cock 
to bring Denny off with him. 


Denny jerked when Sully touched him, like he was shocked. 
Wasn't a bad 


thing, the way he went wild under Sully, rocking between 
his hand and his cock. 
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And the things he said were worth recording just so Sully 
could get off on them 


later. 


“Fuck, Sully,” Denny ground out, real quiet. “Fuck me 
harder. Love your 


cock, love when you take me. Tomorrow, wanna walk 
through that door, want 


your hands on me, want to suck you off, want you to throw 
me on the floor and 


take me, want you to drag me upstairs and hurt me so’s | 

know I’m yours. Need it, Sully. Swear to God, | need it.” He 
was so close to coming, dripping all over Sully’s hand and 

his own belly. 


Nothing sounded as good as Denny needing him like that. 
He gave Denny 


what he wanted, fucking him harder and faster, and 
tightened his grip on 


Denny’s cock. Heat built in his belly. He could feel the 
Sparks racing through 


him, the pressure of his own orgasm building. Denny came 
hard, clenching 


around his cock. This time, his struggle against the chains 
was inadvertent, the cuffs wrenching at his wrists. 


Sully swore and bucked into Denny, pushing in as deep as 
he could get, over 


and over again, as pleasure raced through him and he 
started to come. Denny 


kissed Sully like he was trying to take him all in—the kisses 
tasted like iron, a bloodied lip binding them together even 
more closely. As Sully slowed, Denny 


wrapped his legs tighter so he couldn’t get away from him. 


When Sully pulled away to see him, Denny had that wide- 
eyed, lost look 


about him that said he wasn’t sure where he’d been or how 
he’d got back. Sully 


gave him another soft kiss and shifted his weight to the 
side, resting one elbow so he could pet damp locks of hair 
away from Denny’s face. “You're okay. I’m 


right here with you.” 


Denny butted against Sully’s hand, seeking more comfort. 
His eyes fluttered 


closed as Sully soothed him, and he let out a slow sigh. That 
lost look faded into 


www.samhainpublishing.com 
223 
Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 


a pensive one and Sully held his tongue to see what was 
going to come from his 


contemplation. 
“Ain't fair it matters,” he said, real soft. 


It didn’t take Sully a second to figure out what he was 
talking about. That 


they were together, that they were gay. “We have to live our 
lives, though. Not 


gonna let a little bit of not-fair stop me, and it sure isn’t 
gonna stop you either.” 


Denny hesitated, then nodded. “I’m just tired,” he said, 
nuzzling against 


Sully’s hand. Anybody’d get tired, wound up like Denny was 
most days. 


Sully reached up and flipped the catch on each cuff, freeing 
Denny. “You can 


ask when you need something from me, you know that, 
don’t you?” 


Denny got that wary look, quick as if Sully’d snapped his 
fingers and woke 


him up, and his cheeks went even darker red. At least he 
didn’t pull away once 


he had his hands loose. Instead, he rolled toward Sully and 
hid under Sully’s 


chin, so’s Sully couldn’t see his face. 


It beat turning his back on Sully, and it was as good as 
talking, anyway. 


Denny couldn’t ask for help, didn’t know how or couldn’t 
make himself. Not yet, 


anyway. Had to work on that. And that was assuming Denny 
knew he needed 


anything in the first place, which was a damn big 
assumption. 


“Okay, sugar.” Sully soothed him with a slow hand running 
down his back. 


“Not like | can’t tell when you need it, anyhow.” 


The bit of tension that had crept in again leached from 
Denny’s muscles. “| 


don’t mean to be a fuckin’ jackass.” The words came out 
mumbled against 


Sully’s skin. 


Sully couldn’t help but smile. “I know you don’t.” 


“If we wasn’t thinking of racing again...” Denny trailed off 
and pushed 


away to look up at Sully from under his lashes. “Would 
you... | mean, if it 


224 
www.samhainpublishing.com 
Pit Road 


wasn’t for racin’, and me...would you still be keeping it from 
folks? Like at the 


track and such?” 


Well, hell. Sully looked at Denny for a minute, trying to 
figure out just how 


much truth his boy was ready for. All of it, maybe. 


“Wouldn’t take out an ad in the paper or nothin’, but | 
wouldn't be hiding 

it.” 

Denny thought about that a moment, then nodded. After 
another pause, he 


leaned in and caught Sully’s mouth in a hot kiss, tangling 
one hand in his hair to pull him closer. Sully let Denny draw 
him in, and kissed him slowly. As he drew 


away again, he looked at Denny to make sure he really was 
Okay. 


Denny was looking at Sully like he was the center of the 
universe. Other than 


that, he seemed fine. “You keep me from gettin’ too strung 
out and l'Il work on 


the rest.” He slid his arms around Sully’s neck and pressed 
another kiss to 


Sully’s lips. 


Wrapping Denny up in his arms, he nuzzled at Denny’s 
mouth. “Sugar, you 


got yourself a deal.” 


“I trust you,” Denny said quietly. He took a deep breath and 
let it out slowly. 


“And if folks work something out, ’s not the end of the world, 
like you said. Is what it is, right? Maybe end of racin’, but...| 
could live without racing, Sully. 


Can’t live without you.” 


Things sure had changed since that wreck busted up his leg. 
Changed for the 


better—or maybe they’d changed their idea of what that 
was. Sully rewarded 


him with another kiss. “It is what it is. Whatever happens, 
we'll deal with it. You and me, together.” 
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Neither love nor magic comes without cost. 

Trammel 

© 2011 Anah Crow and Dianne Fox 

Foundations of Magic, Book 2 


In the relative security of Atlantic City, Lindsay feels safe for 
the first time in his life. He and Dane even sneak away from 
their mage “family” for the 


occasional date. 


All that ends with the arrival of Noah, whose magic is a 
pure, wild fire 


fueled by terrible grief over the loss of his wife. To Lindsay’s 
great surprise, he is assigned to be Noah’s mentor, 
protector and healer. Of course, his efforts to help Noah 
master his immense power aren’t without a few fiery slip- 
ups. 


Just as Lindsay is rising to the challenge, word comes that 
Moore, the 


scientist who once imprisoned Lindsay, holds a young girl 
who has manifested a 


powerful new magic. The desperate mission to free her 
leaves Noah severely 


wounded, Dane captured...and Lindsay in charge of those 
who remain. 


The fate of Dane and the lives of the family rest on 
Lindsay’s untested 


shoulders. He must trust in himself and his growing 
connection to Noah to save 


his lover, his friends, and everyone else who will suffer if 
Moore’s plans go 


unchecked. 


Warning: Contains graphic language, violence, and explicit 
erotic content. 


Enjoy the following excerpt for Trammel: 


“It was my fault.” Noah’s words sounded like they came out 
reflexively. 


“It always is.” Dane remembered that feeling now, as well. 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” 


Dane could smell Noah’s temper fraying. All that fear and 
rage coming apart 


at the seams. He laid bacon in the pan and watched it 
sizzle, picking his words 


carefully so as not to provoke a similar response from Noah. 


“No matter what really happened, it will feel like your fault. 
Doesn't mean 


its true. Might be, sometimes, but my experience is that 
humans always feel that way. Makes it hard to know when 
it’s true.” He looked over his shoulder and his 


animal sight could make Noah out as though he were lit 
from within, the way he 


was So full of magic and heat. Noah had his elbows on the 
table, head in his 


hands. The bacon cooked through halfway before he spoke 
again. 


“I don’t want to think it’s not. In case I’m wrong,” he said at 
last. 


“Noble sentiment.” Stupid, but noble. The two usually went 
together. Dane 


turned his attention back to his cooking. 
“That’s a euphemism for stupid,” Noah muttered. 


At least they were on the same page in that regard. “Well, | 
was trying to 


lean more on the positive side of the concept,” Dane said. 
“Giving you the 


benefit of the doubt. Don’t make me regret it.” 

“Thanks. I think.” 

“You're welcome. And you think too much. Do less of it.” 
“What?” 


“Think less.” Dane shoved the bacon to the side of the pan 
and went back to 


the fridge for beer. “Drinking less wouldn’t hurt, either, but 
do what you have to do.” Without a twinge of hypocrisy, he 
opened the beer and took a drink. 


“How the hell am | supposed to think less?” Noah reached 
for the bottle on 


the table in front of him and sloshed more scotch into his 
mug. “Especially 


without drinking more.” 


“Let other people do it for you.” Dane drained most of the 
beer at once and 


decided to grab a second before going back to the stove. 
Thinking ahead was a 


benefit and a curse of having a human mind again. “You're 
not with Lindsay for 


his betterment, that’s certain. Let him do it. You’d get more 
Sleep.” 


“Is that an official recommendation?” Noah snorted softly at 
that idea. 


“If you want to stand on ceremony, yes.” Dane cracked half 
a dozen eggs 


into the pan and gave them a rough stir before he turned 
around. “If you want to stand on ceremony, | can tell him to 
give you seven impossible tasks to do for the next forty-nine 
years and one more. You trust him enough to let him keep 
your 


magic from you. Stop being ridiculous about asking for 
more. | bet you haven't 


really slept since it happened.” 
“No.” 


“Well, cut it out.” Dane finished his first beer and left the 
bottle on the back of the sink so he could pull out two 
plates. 


“I forget.” Noah sounded like he was younger than Lindsay. 
“And then it’s 


night.” 


“So?” Belatedly, Dane thought of potatoes. Damn. 
Tomorrow. Vegetables 


weren't his strong suit. He shoved the eggs around the pan 
and decided they 


were cooked. 


“I’m not about to tread on your territory.” 


Dane nearly dropped the pan. “What?” He managed to keep 
hold of it and 


started maneuvering portions out onto each plate. “| 
haven't even been here.” 


“You may not have been here, but...” Noah took another 
drink. “You are the 


threshold of your house.” 


It was a phrase that sounded better in the original fae 
tongue, but Dane knew 


what Noah was trying to say. Lindsay shared a room with 
Dane, and Noah 


would be trespassing if he sought Lindsay out at night. The 
Quinns had 


damnably good manners—and more sense than to go 
tromping into a feral den. 


Dane had forgotten what it was like to deal with people who 
knew the old ways, 


who knew what he was. 


“That house includes you, so you’re welcome. Whether 
either of us likes it or 


not.” Dane grabbed knives and forks from the drawer and 
brought Noah’s plate 


to him first. “Eat.” He set the plate in front of Noah. 


“I said | wasn’t hungry,” Noah said wearily. 


Dane took a firm grip on his temper, collected his plate and 
his beer, and 


came back to the table. He put everything down carefully 
and took a seat across 


from Noah. 


“| don’t care if you’re hungry right now.” Dane picked up his 
fork and 


pointed at Noah’s plate. “I’ve provided for you, so you can 
stop wondering 


whether or not you can come knocking on my door. Eat it, or 
l'Il bring back the 


first thing | find in the yard and you can have it raw.” The 
old ways were good 


for something once in a while. 
Noah stared at him, heat flickering in his eyes. 


“Keep your temper or you’ll wake Lindsay,” Dane warned. 
The threat of 


waking Lindsay was enough to settle Noah down, and that 
pleased Dane a great 


deal. 


Noah picked up a piece of bacon and ate it with a definite 
air of defiance, 


which was a little amusing and a little endearing. “If | puke 
this back up, it’s still done,” he muttered. 


“That’s fine with me.” Dane opened his beer and took a 
drink. Lindsay had 


been possessed of the same stubbornness in the face of the 
inevitable. Dane had a soft spot for that. “Aim for the floor.” 
As long as Noah ate what Dane provided 


for him, he’d be part of Dane’s family. The old ways didn’t 
say it had to stay 


down. 
“As you will.” 


Dane wasn’t surprised when that slice of bacon went down 
and was 


followed by another, and Noah picked up his fork to eat his 
eggs, cleaning his 


plate almost before Dane did. A man couldn’t run all that 
magic without wearing 


down his body. The alcohol was probably the only thing 
keeping Noah from 


being a skeleton. As it was, Dane could still see why Lindsay 
found him 


appealing. 


When Noah cleared the table, Dane let him do it, watching 
without comment 


as Noah put the scotch bottle away before putting their 
plates in the sink. Good. 


It was nice to be right about things once in a while. 


Noah was exactly what Dane had expected from one of the 
Quinns, except 


that he’d forgotten how traditional the old families could be. 
The Quinns went 


back long before Dane’s memory. It must have been hell 
growing up dead- 


headed in that family. Made sense that Noah was expecting 
to be on the outside 


looking in. 


Dane couldn’t imagine what it was like for someone from a 
traditional 


enclave to go through leaving the only world he knew and 
then suffer the loss of the one person who had wanted him 
the way he was. There was a limit to how 


much losing and leaving a soul could take. A soul like 
Noah’s, with so much 


power to wield, could be a danger if broken. Dane had seen 
it before, and the 


aftermath. 


Noah needed to discover that there was more than one 
person in the world 


who would be willing to have him as he was. Lindsay was 
deeply loyal and 


desperate to connect. Noah would repay every good thing 
Lindsay gave him and 


more. Under all their power, they were painfully human and 
barely grown ones 


at that. 


Dane would be around for them, and they were smart 
enough to figure that 


out. If they didn’t know it yet, they’d catch on in the next 
fifty years or so. Maybe having a little family would be 
enough to keep both of them stable. Looking after what had 
the potential to be a small Armageddon—especially if the 
two of them 


went off the rails at the same time—was certainly going to 
keep Dane on the 


straight and narrow. 


“You ready to go sleep?” he asked, once Noah had rinsed 
the dishes and put 


them in the dishwasher. 
“Sure.” That was reluctant. 


“I mean sleep.” Dane finished his second beer and brought 
the bottle over to put it with the first. “You have to learn to 
let him give you what you need.” 


All he got in response was a subtle shift in tension, and 
Noah looking away 


from him, out the window and into the dark. Dane frowned 
as he re-evaluated 


the situation, breathing in to test the air. This close, he could 
see the rigid line of Noah’s throat and the clench of his jaw, 


the narrowing of his luminous eyes. All that distress and the 
smell of guilt and betrayal added up to something Dane 


understood. 


“Don’t blame yourself for wanting what keeps you safe,” 
Dane said, feeling 


the uncomfortable twinges of empathy in his chest again. 


Reaching out, he petted the nape of Noah’s neck the way 
he’d first stroked 


Lindsay’s hair to calm him, the way he’d soothe an anxious 
animal, though 


petting Lindsay was all softness like petting a rabbit and 
Noah was all sinew and heat. Still, Noah’s head sank down 
and his neck curved under Dane’s palm, 


grudging acquiescence instead of begging for more. It had 
been a long time since Dane had seen a dragon, but he 
remembered them well. 


“What’s between the two of you is between you,” he said, 
because it needed 


saying. “And not for me to decide or deny. It is what it is. If 
what’s mine is 


content, I’ve nothing to mend.” 


“I don’t...” Noah began, but Dane gave him a little shake by 
the neck before 


letting him go. 


“Hush. I’ve said what | mean.” Dragons were recalcitrant 
things. Dane 


nudged this one toward the hall. “Bed, now.” 
Sometimes it’s good to be bad. Real good... 
Bad Boyfriend 

© 2011 K.A. Mitchell 

Bad in Baltimore, Book 2 


After Eli Wright came out, his parents threw him out. In the 
five years since, 


he’s made his own way, lived by his own rules, determined 
to never change 


himself—not for anyone. He’s not against finding Mr. Right, 
but Mr. Right Now 


will do just fine. 


Quinn Maloney’s reward for ten years of faithfully keeping 
his closeted 


boyfriend’s secrets? A hell of a wake-up call to go with his 
morning coffee. Not only did Peter have affairs, he went 
straight to marry his pregnant girlfriend— 


and Quinn was to never reveal their history. 


With the baby’s baptism looming and Quinn expected to put 
on a polite 


front, he decides he’s had enough of playing the 
peacekeeper. One wink from a 


much younger, eyeliner-wearing guy in a bar, and Quinn’s 
found a perfectly 


outrageous date for the occasion. 


The date goes better than he ever imagined. And so much 
worse, as Eli 


convinces everyone they’re madly in love. That wasn’t part 
of the plan, but the 


more Quinn learns about the man behind the makeup, the 
more he wishes it was 


true. 


Warning: Contains an absolute bastard of an ex-boyfriend. 
Not responsible for sudden uncontrollable urges to punch 
him in the teeth. Also not responsible for any overheating or 
sudden urges brought about by explicit sex with a little 
BDSM thrown in. 


Enjoy the following excerpt for Bad Boyfriend: 


Eli winced as Quinn used Eli’s discarded briefs to wipe at the 
wet spot. He’d 


have to go commando to get home, and his black jeans 
were tight enough to 


chafe. 
“You're something else,” Quinn muttered. 
“Tell me something | don’t know.” 


As Quinn put his fists into the mattress and loomed over 
him, Eli’s ass slid 


into a dip, the sheet rough on the skin where Quinn had 
been leaving his 


handprint. 


Eli knew he did a damned good job of controlling a wince, 
but Quinn must 


have seen something else. 


“Sorry.” But a grin made the apology a lie. “Need to roll on 
your stomach?” 


“I like it rough.” Eli shrugged, swallowing back an /’ve had 
worse. He 


wouldn’t know until he checked for marks the next morning. 
And it wasn’t what 


he’d meant to say. He’d had pain without great sex to make 
the sting worth it 


before. That didn’t have the same ring, so he kept his mouth 
shut. 


“I noticed.” Quinn’s tone had that amused dryness Eli had 
been hearing all 


night. 


Screw him and his nonchalance. “You were fucking 
awesome, by the way.” 


“Thank you.” There was that same gravity hiding the fact 
that he was 


laughing at Eli. “You were fucking awesome yourself.” 


Eli could nonchalant it with the biggest I-don’t-give-a-shit 
prick on the 


planet—which wasn’t Nate, though his friend probably made 
it in the top five. 


“In that case, if you don’t feel like driving me back 
downtown, do you think you could cough up half my cab 
fare? | promise | won’t feel cheap.” He hooked a 


finger in his shirt and dragged it with him as he slipped off 
the bed. 


Quinn wrapped his fingers around Eli’s wrist and pulled him 
back. “Whoa. 


Maybe /’// feel cheap. You got another date?” 


“| didn’t seem about to get that blowjob.” Eli settled back 
but gave Quinna 


narrow-eyed look. 


“Give me a second. You may have noticed that you’re a little 
younger than | 


am. 


Eli tugged at a gray curl that had come out of that tiny 
ponytail. “And a lot 


hipper, daddy-o.” 


Quinn moved fast, pulling Eli onto his side by his hip and 
Slapping the up- 


till-then-unsore cheek of his ass. Eli wished it pissed him off, 
but the sting sent arousal zinging from his ass to his dick. 


“Hmm.” Quinn rubbed where he’d swatted, looking down at 
Eli’s cock. “Are 


you sure that wasn’t only precome?” 


It had been quite a load, thank you, but before Eli could 
defend his balls’ 


honor, Quinn said, “I would have said you’re pretty tense for 
a guy who just got off, but now I’m wondering if it’s because 
your dick is looking pretty happy to 


see me again.” Quinn let his fingers slide down Eli’s crack to 
rub gently over his slick hole. 


Eli gasped and rolled to his back. “So suck it.” 
Quinn leaned forward and kissed him instead, soft and easy. 


Eli jerked his head away. “You get off on teasing guys, is that 
it?” 


“Nope. Just you.” Quinn held Eli’s head between his hands 
and kissed him, 


not rough, but so fucking thoroughly that every inch of their 
mouths was 


involved, and Eli’s dick was definitely more than happy to 
get back into action. 


He moved in closer so Quinn would feel it hard and ready 
against his hip, but 


Quinn kept kissing him, tongue filling Eli’s mouth, gliding 
and tingling. Lots of times sucking cock made him 
breathless and dizzy when he couldn’t get air, but 


this was the first time a kiss had done it. And he had plenty 
of air. He arched 


against Quinn’s body, dick rubbing the soft hair and ridges 
of Quinn’s lower 


belly. The rim bounced over a muscle, and Eli groaned into 
the kiss. God, the 


man must do crunches in his sleep to have abs like that. 


The rest of Quinn’s muscles were just as strong and capable 
as they rolled Eli 


on top, letting him grind against Quinn while that kiss went 
on. Eli swore his 


fingertips were tingling from it, hell even the tips of his hair, 
and he wanted— 


needed—something hard and deep inside to balance all that 
gentle pressure. He 


tried to move, to get Quinn with an agenda that would 
involve something 


fucking Eli’s ass, but Quinn didn’t do anything but shift his 
grip to the back of Eli’s head and wrap the other arm around 
his waist. 


Eli shoved, and Quinn let him go, a puzzled look in his eyes. 
Eli braced 


himself with his hands next to Quinn’s ears. 


Quinn’s gaze softened, and he brought a hand up to rub his 
thumb across 


Eli’s lips. They still tingled from that kiss. Eli dragged 
Quinn’s thumb into his mouth and sucked. 


“Come back down here. l'Il get you off.” Quinn’s deep voice 
rumbled 


between them. 


Eli didn’t have any doubt about that. Quinn knew what Eli 
liked and 


wrapped it up with a hot Daddy bow. 


It came as a Shock to his dick, since Eli’s higher brain could 
usually be 


counted on to agree with the one between his legs, but that 
wasn’t what Eli 


wanted. Well, it wasn’t only what he wanted. He wanted the 
whole Quinn 


package with his active, forceful participation. 


After shaking his head, Eli treated Quinn’s finger to a 
reminder of Eli’s oral 


Skills before letting the finger rest on his lips as he spoke. “l 
want to wait for you, Daddy.” 


Quinn’s eyes darkened, and he cupped Eli’s face. 


“Quinn,” Eli corrected himself, remembering what Quinn had 
said at the end 


of the last round. 


“Are you turning down a blowjob?” Quinn’s smile didn’t 
seem to be 


mocking Eli now. 


“It’s not that | don’t like them.” His tone held a lot more 
wounded dignity 


than he’d intended, and he tried to erase it with a grin. 


Of course Eli liked getting his dick sucked. He hadn’t met a 
guy who didn’t. 


But he liked the way Quinn had fucked him, hadn’t ever had 
someone push as 


hard as that, someone really get what Eli wanted. He 
doubted there was going to 


be a sudden shortage of blowjobs in Baltimore. But guys 
who topped like Quinn? 


Who made Eli feel safe and scared at the same time? If 
there were a lot of them 


hiding in town, Eli hadn’t been able to track any of them 
down. 


“Because I’ve got to tell you, when my dick gets hard, I’m 
probably going to 


want to shove it up your ass again.” 
When the boat’s a’rockin’, don’t come knockin’! 
Barging In 


© 2011 Josephine Myles 


Out-and-proud travel writer Dan Taylor can’t steer a boat to 
save his life, but 


that doesn’t stop him from accepting an assignment to write 
up a narrowboat 


holiday. Instead of a change of pace from city life, though, 
the canal seems dull as ditchwater. Until he crashes into the 
boat of a half-naked, tattooed, pierced man whose rugged, 
penniless appearance is at odds with a posh accent. 


Still smarting from past betrayal, Robin Hamilton’s “closet” 
is his 

narrowboat, his refuge from outrageous, provocative men 
like Dan. Yet he can’t 


seem to stop himself from rescuing the hopelessly out-of- 
place city boy from one scrape after another. Until he finds 
himself giving in to reluctant attraction, even considering a 
brief, harmless fling. 


After all, in less than a week, Dan’s going back to his London 
diet of casual 


hook-ups and friends with benefits. 


Determined not to fall in love, both men dive into one week 
of 


indulgence...only to find themselves drawn deep into an 
undertow of escalating 


intimacy and emotional intensity. Troubled waters neither of 
them expected...or 


wanted. 


After all, it’s not like he’s in love with Luke anymore. Right? 


Warning: Contains one lovable tart, one posh boy gone feral, 
rough sex, alfresco sex, vile strawberry-flavoured condoms, 
intimate body piercings, red thermal long-johns, erotic 
woodchopping, an errant cat, a few colourful characters you 
wouldn't touch with a bargepole, and plenty of messing 
about on the river. 


Enjoy the following excerpt for Barging In: 


Robin caught Dan’s eye, and it was like he’d been captured 
by the current, 


pulled in against his will. It wasn’t fair. Someone like Dan 
shouldn’t have eyes that beautiful. He was mesmerised by 
the flecks of green and amber and that 


band of ginger freckles sprinkled across the bridge of his 
nose. 


And then, before Robin could say anything else, Dan pulled 
him into a kiss. 


His lips pressed hot and soft against Robin’s. Perhaps it was 
the effect of the pint he’d just had on an empty stomach; 
perhaps it was the sweet, musky scent rising 


from Dan’s body; or perhaps it was simply the relief of being 
saved from 


Charles’s advances. Whatever it was, against his better 
judgment Robin sank into the kiss, parting his 


Dan slid his tongue into Robin’s mouth and made a 
delightful discovery. Not 


only did Robin have rings through his nipples, but there was 
a barbell through 


his tongue as well. Dan moaned as the metal ball made 
contact with his palate, 


his tongue. There was a tiny click every time it clashed 
against his teeth. God, he wanted that hot mouth around his 
dick so fucking badly. It had been a while 


since he’d had head from a bloke with a pierced tongue. 
Wonder if he had 


piercings anywhere more intimate? 


He stretched on his toes to deepen the kiss, wound his arms 
around Robin’s 


neck and pressed against him, body to body. Robin must be 
able to feel how 


much he wanted him, what with the way his prick was 
starting to harden and 


rub against Robin’s thigh. He rocked his hips to emphasise 
the point. 


Robin froze and started to pull back from the kiss. 


Dan thought fast. He couldn’t lose his advantage now. Not 
when he had 


Robin exactly where he wanted him. He sank back onto his 
heels, gave his 


Sultriest smile and took one of Robin’s unresisting hands, 
lacing their fingers 


together. 


“Come on, gorgeous, we’re running late.” He tugged Robin 
after him and 


headed for the door, turning to call back to the old geezer 
with the Robin 


fixation. “Thanks for looking after him for me. He gets into 
all sorts of trouble when I’m not there to keep an eye on 
him.” 


The pub door swung shut behind them. Dan led Robin 
around the corner 


and found a large pillar in the shadows outside a closed 
shop to push him up 


against. Robin was still dazed, his eyes hooded and his jaw 
Slack. Yeah, that had been a great kiss. Guys were always 
telling him he had a talented tongue, and 


seeing what it had done to Robin made him swell with pride. 
He dropped his 


hands to Robin’s hips and purred seductively. 
“Now, where were we?” 


Robin made an alarmed sound in his throat and pulled back 
Slightly, his 


body trembling. Dan gave a delighted smile. Surely the big 
guy wasn’t out of his depth, was he? But yes, fear lurked in 
his eyes. 


“No need to worry, you’re in safe hands. I’ve done this 
plenty of times 


before.” 


It was as if the words broke the spell his kiss had cast. 
Robin’s eyes widened, 


and his body stiffened, but not in the place Dan wanted it 
to. 


“How many times?” 
“What?” 


“How many times have you done this before?” Robin 
snarled, pushing Dan 


away with a shove to his chest. “You make a habit of picking 
up strange men, do 


you?” 


Oh God, it was back to Mr. Shouty again, was it? “You’re not 
that strange. | 


even know your surname, which is more than | do with some 
guys.” He’d been 


aiming for light banter, but the disgust on Robin’s face 
made him realise he’d 


misjudged. Dan backpedalled. “I dunno, you just seemed 
like you needed a 


hand, and | knew | owed you one, and then | couldn’t help 
myself, you looked so 


delicious.” 


“Yeah, well... | was doing fine by myself, thank you very 
much.” 


“Didn't look like it from where | was standing. You looked like 
you were 


struggling with how to let the guy down without being rude. 
That’s always a 


recipe for disaster. Best to be honest and get it all out in the 
open.” Dan grinned, but it didn’t seem to make an 
impression on his quarry. 


“What makes you think | wasn’t interested in him? | suppose 
someone like 


you wouldn’t shag an old queen like him if he were the last 
man on earth, 


although you’d quite happily work your way through every 
Sleazy little whore 


at a place like the Hussars.” Robin’s lip curled up in a sneer. 


“Look, I’m not a one-man kind of bloke, and | don’t see why | 
should be 


ashamed of that.” Dan stuck out his chin. He was buggered 
if he was going to let Robin take the moral high ground here. 
“I’m a player.” 


“You're a slut, you mean.” 
“Fuck you.” 


“Not a chance. I’ve got a girlfriend anyway. Mel. You 
remember?” There was 


no mistaking the challenge in Robin’s eyes. It was that 
defensiveness that 


fundamentally honest people always betrayed when they 
were lying through 


their teeth. “I’d better get going. I’m supposed to be 
meeting her at the Hat and Feather.” 


Dan wasn’t going to let him get away that easily. “Funny 
that, | figured you 


were gay, the way you kissed me back in the pub. The gay 
pub, where you were having a drink with a gay man.” 
Bloody hell, if that wasn’t a blush spreading across Robin’s 
cheeks and making him look even more edible. 


“I’m bi, but that’s nobody’s fucking business but my own, 
okay? Not that it 


matters, anyway, because I’m off to see my girlfriend. Good- 
bye, Dan.” His voice 


was Sharp enough to make Dan wince, and it deterred him 
from following after 


Robin as he stalked away. 
“See you soon, Robin,” he called. 
Robin didn’t turn back. 


Sighing heavily, Dan wrapped his jacket closer around his 
body and headed 


off towards the Hussars. Robin was right; that probably was 
more his kind of 


place, and there was no point wasting the evening. There’d 
be plenty of 


opportunity to get to work on Robin before he had to go 
back to London. He’d 


have him by the time his trip was over. 
A smirk tugged at his lips. 


Robin wouldn’t know what had hit him. Dan was going to 
rock his world. 
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